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	1. Discoveries

Author's note: Hello everyone! I watched 'How to train your Dragon 2' and absolutely loved it. So much so, that I'm thinking of what I'd like to see, namely another Night Fury. So, I had a couple of ideas and started writing. Now, I'd like to share them. I hope you enjoy reading, please leave a review at the bottom.

~..~..~..`..

Hiccup revelled in the feeling of freedom as he and Toothless sped across the sky. The wind rushing past, the moist clouds swirling around them like fog before dipping below the cloud line to see the whole ocean spread out before them, the full moon's glistening reflection on the ocean surface like a silver coin. Who knew how many secrets the world still held, just waiting to be found?

It had been three years since his father, Stoic the Vast, gave his life to save Hiccup from death, and still, while Hiccup tried every day to live up to his father's legacy, he still felt he wasn't doing the job justice. Every day, he wanted to ask for his advice on some problem, but of course, Hiccup sighed, he wasn't there to ask...

"Are you alright, son?"

A smile pulled at his lips.

Then again, there were others he could ask...

"I'm find mom," Hiccup reassured the woman flying her own large dragon beside him. "It's just..."

"What?" Valka frowned slightly, knowing her boy was worrying about something.

"I miss being able to do things like this every day," Hiccup began, giving his Night Fury, who would be practically invisible if not for the silver moon, a pat on his scaly head. "My days are so filled with: my fishing boat's capsized, or: we've got nowhere to store the potato crop, or: a dragon set fire to my house- want a bigger one!'"

"Sorry to have to say this, Hiccup," Valka told her son, "but that's a Chief's job: to make sure his Village runs smoothly."

"I know," Hiccup nodded. "I do understand that, mom, it's just. Look at us," Hiccup gestured to himself and Toothless. "We only have time to go flying at night because I'm so busy 'chiefing' during the day. I've barely seen Astrid, or my other friends lately, and the Dragon Academy's getting new recruits soon."

"And Astrid and I have agreed to train them," Valka supplied, though she thought she could see where her son was going with this.

"Yeah," Hiccup nodded again, getting frustrated. "And I'm grateful for that...But_ I_ wanted to train the new recruits at the academy. I want to go flying with Toothless while the sun is _still up _so I can get a full night's _sleep_ for a change. I want to be able to see my girlfriend for more than just _ten minutes_ a day! Toothless is frustrated too, I can tell," Hiccup touched his dragons head again. "He's so _lonely_, stranded on the island all day while the other dragons are out fishing or training."

"Astrid takes him out flying when she can," Valka reminded him gently.

"Yeah," Hiccup nodded, smiling slightly. His girlfriend had become quite good at flying with a Night Fury. "It's just…"

"I know you miss the way things used to be, Hiccup," Valka told him in understanding, "but you can still do those things."

"Yeah, at night," Hiccup sighed as he lay back in his saddle, watching the stars and moon above him. "It's the only time I'm ever free to-"

Gasping, Hiccup sat ramrod straight in the saddle, staring above them.

"Did you see that?" He asked, and he felt Toothless react beneath him, turning his head and focusing his eyes intently.

"What was it, son?" Valka asked, Cloud-Jumper glancing around as well, though his eyes weren't as good as Toothless at seeing in the dark.

"I just saw a dragon pass across the moon," Hiccup felt his curiosity building up, and although he knew they had gone far enough out that it was time to head back to Berk, he just couldn't shake the feeling that this was important. "It was travelling in that direction," he pointing slightly to their left.

Wordlessly, Valka caught her son's eye, and they smiled. They were so alike.

"What do you say, buddy?" Hiccup asked Toothless. "Shall we check it out? Might be a new dragon and a new island?"

Without hesitation, Toothless took off in the direction he'd seen the shadowy dragon travel, Valka and Cloud-Jumper following close behind.

After a few minutes, a dark shape could be seen on the horizon, which eventually took the form of a large rocky island.

"Wow, another one," Hiccup marvelled as their dragons landed on a small pebbly beach at the base of some cliffs. "Maybe this is the home of that dragon we saw."

"Could you see what kind of dragon it was?" Valka asked as she dismounted.

"No," Hiccup answered as he looked around. "It was moving too quick to see."

Suddenly, Toothless bounded forward, heading toward the cliffs.

"Toothless?" Hiccup queried as he followed his dragon. "You find something, buddy?"

Toothless looked back at him urgently as he made his way closer to the base of the cliffs and Hiccup could soon see the opening of a cave.

"Well," Hiccup mused, "looks like we may have found our Dragon friend's home."

Toothless was sniffing the cave entrance, and gazing around the opening. Suddenly, he froze.

"Toothless?" Hiccup asked slowly. "Are you okay?"

Toothless glanced back at his friend and gestured with his head to enter, before slowly walking through the mouth of the cave.

"Careful, Toothless," Hiccup hissed as he followed his dragon. "We don't know what's in there."

"We don't," Valka stated pensively, "but I think Toothless does."

The cave opening was too small for Cloud-Jumper, so Valka told her dragon to wait for them on the beach while they went inside.

Moments after entering the cave, it was so black Hiccup couldn't see his hand in front of his face. So he pulled a couple of torches from his pack and soon, they had enough light to see that the cave they were in was really a tunnel, sloping its way up into the cliffs.

"Oh, my goodness," Valka examined the nearby wall carefully. "Claw marks... this _is_ a dragon's home."

"Toothless?" Hiccup sped up until he caught up with his dragon, standing at the end of the tunnel. Shining their torches ahead of them, Valka and Hiccup gaped at the size of the cavern they'd come across. Along either side of them, were holes which led outside to the cliff face, while before them, opposite each opening and covering the cave walls, were rock ledges. However, every ledge they could see was empty, and the cavern was filled with only echoing silence.

"Well," Hiccup said sadly, "this _was_ a dragon's home."

"And for so many," Valka stepped into the cavern to examine the lower ledges. "Look," she pointed, "scorch marks on every one. This must have been a great nest of many family groups."

Hiccup lifted his torch higher to try and light up the cavern as much as possible, causing dark shadows to touch the rock, worn smooth by countless dragons. "What is this place?"

Suddenly, Toothless took off, following the left edge of the cavern along the cliff face, leaping from rock to rock urgently.

"Toothless," Hiccup called as he followed. "What is it, buddy?"

Knowing her son should be safe enough with his dragon, Valka thought to examine the main cavern more closely. Climbing to a higher ledge, she cast her torch light across the rock and gasped in shock at what she found.

Toothless leapt from rock to rock, pausing at each ledge as he went, turning to look out of the hole leading out to the cliff face at each point, thin beams of light from the full moon entering the cave in various intervals as they went along.

Landing on one rock ledge, Toothless looked out of the nearest opening to the outside world and froze, feeling the sense of familiarity once more.

_This was the one..._

"Toothless?" Hiccup was panting and his bad leg was aching. Following a jumping Night Fury across uneven terrain with one leg was not an easy task. "What is it, buddy?"

Hiccup watched as his friend stared out at the sky for a few moments before looking at the ledge he was sitting on. Slowly, Toothless turned in a circle, scorching the rock ledge with his breath as he did, before curling up into a tight ball.

"Are you just tired?" Hiccup asked in confusion, though he didn't think that was it.

Unexpectedly, Toothless began to shake, a quivering, sad sound emanating from his throat and Hiccup soon realised that his friend was crying.

"_Toothless_," Hiccup whispered approaching his friend. "What's wrong, buddy?"

Hiccup stumbled on the uneven ground and only by grabbing the ledge Toothless was on stopped him from sprawling on the ground. He lowered his torch to see what had tripped him up and felt his blood run cold.

_Bones._

Hiccup had spent so much time looking _up_ when they'd entered the caves that he'd forgotten to look _down_. Piles of bones were littered across the floor and jammed between rocks. Hiccup had tripped over a large skull.

Carefully, he placed his torch to once side before picking up the skull to get a better look. A part of him thought he knew what he'd see, and another part wanted to prove it wrong.

But as Hiccup slowly turned the skull over in his hands, he felt his heart sink as he recognised the bone structure.

"These are _Night Furies_," he whispered in horror. "_Toothless?"_ Placing the skull gently on the ground, Hiccup turned to his friend, who was still tightly curled up on the rock ledge.

"Toothless?" Hiccup placed a comforting hand on his friend's side and waited as his dragon slowly raised his head. Hiccup could see the sadness in his friend's eyes as the quivering, mournful cry reverberated through the air again.

"This was _your_ home, wasn't it, Toothless?" Hiccup asked him. "This was _your_ family who slept here." He gestured to the ledge before his shoulders slumped. "I am _so sorry_, buddy."

As Toothless simply curled up again, Hiccup gazed around the caves, looking at the different rock ledges with new eyes.

"What happened here?" Hiccup asked.

Kneeling down, Hiccup examined the skull at his feet more carefully, and noticed a crack in the bone, right between the eye sockets. Squinting in the flickering light from his torch, Hiccup saw something stuck and carefully, he used his fingers to wiggle the object back and forth until he pulled out something sharp, smooth and flat. Holding the object closer to his torch, Hiccup examined what he thought was going to be a dragon tooth, but his eyes widened when he realised it was a spear head.

"_Humans_," Hiccup whispered, feeling sick to his stomach. "Humans killed them all."

~..~..~..~..

Author's note: So much is unknown about Toothless and his back story, so I wanted to try and give him one. I had always wondered why we see so many other breeds of dragons but only ever one Night Fury. In the second movie, Valka made a comment about Toothless possibly being the last of his kind, and I wondered what would drive such a magnificent, fast and stealthy species of dragon to extinction. The answer seemed pretty clear to me: Humans.

Not nice, I know, but when you look at how humans act… it's not really surprising when you think about it.

I know this is sad, but I promise, it will get better.

Please review!


	2. Contact

Author's note: Okay, here's chapter 2- I hope you like it.

~..~..~..

Chapter 2: Contact

"Mom!" Hiccup raced as quickly as he could back to where he'd last seen his mother. "This was a Night Fury nest. Humans killed them all: I found a spear head!"

"I know," Valka's sad voice could be heard above and Hiccup looked up as his mother carefully climbed down. "I found a club and axe further up. Look," Valka held out her hands and Hiccup let out an "Oh, no," of sadness as he saw the bones of hatchlings, some still attached to their jet black egg shell.

"They even crushed the _eggs_, Hiccup!" Valka cried mournfully. "What kind of cruel monster would even kill the _babes_?"

Shaking his head sadly, Hiccup noticed Toothless slowly approaching, taking care to move around the bones that littered the floor.

"Oh, Toothless," Hiccup was quick to comfort his friend. "I'm _so sorry_ buddy. I wonder how you escaped?" He added thoughtfully, stepping back to view his dragon.

"We may never know," Valka told her son as she gently placed the hatchling bones back in their nest. "All we can do, is be grateful that he did."

"Yeah," Hiccup considered this, giving his friend another hug. "But if _Toothless_ was able to escape," Hiccup tried to stay positive, "then maybe _other_ dragons did."

The sound of rocks clattering down to land on the floor of the cavern gained everyone's attention.

"A wild dragon?" Valka's eyes tried to penetrate the dark shadows at the top of the cavern. "A drifter, perhaps, using this empty nest site as its own?"

"Probably the dragon I saw earlier," Hiccup surmised.

The unknown dragon was clinging to the rock wall and keeping perfectly still, but Toothless' eyes were keen enough to cut through the darkness to pinpoint its location.

However as the shape of the new dragon became clearer, Toothless slowly began walking forward in shock, eyes wide and staring.

"What is it, Toothless?" Hiccup asked quietly.

Carefully, the Night Fury climbed the cave wall, leaping from rock to rock.

"Toothless, careful!" Hiccup hissed. "You could scare it away."

Sure enough, the new dragon realised it had been spotted and began bounding its way across the cave wall, trying to get away, only to find their escape blocked by Toothless. Panicking, the new dragon bounded off in another direction only to have Toothless block them again.

Hiccup and Valka struggled to see the two dark shapes moving along the shadowy rock wall, but it appeared someone lost their footing on loose rock as they moved and fell to land hard on the ground at their feet.

As the dragon got dazedly to its feet, the three of them could clearly see the jet-black dragon in the flickering torch light. At first, Hiccup thought it was Toothless and stepped forward, but he could see that this dragon had its full tail.

However there was no denying what breed it was, and as Toothless landed lightly beside him, Hiccup let out a laugh of relief.

"A _Night Fury_," Hiccup whispered before letting out a whoop of excitement. "Oh, Thor, it's a Night Fury!"

The new Night Fury was smaller than Toothless, and once it had regained its senses after the landing, let loose a _purple_ plasma blast, before making a quick retreat back up to the wall of the cave.

Hiccup and Valka quickly dodged out of the way, and Toothless simply ducked the warning shot before watching the new Night Fury scramble into a dark opening between some rocks in the cave wall.

"Purple?" Hiccup wondered, for all of Toothless' attacks gave a pale blue light. "Since when is a Night Fury's attack _purple_? Since when is there another _Night Fury_?"

"Oh, I think I can guess," Valka smiled at her son. "I think our flighty friend here is a girl."

"Really?" Hiccup asked excitedly before turning to hug Toothless. "You hear that, buddy?" He asked. "We may have just found you a girlfriend."

Carefully, Toothless once again made his way over to the cave wall before bounding his way up, leaping from rock ledge to rock ledge, until he was outside the opening where the new Night Fury had gone into.

Ducking his head, Toothless gazed inside, where he saw the new Night Fury pressed against the back wall of the small alcove she was in, growling defensively.

Quietly, Toothless made a soothing, almost purring sound to try and show he wasn't a threat.

Eventually, the new Night Fury realised that she was looking at another dragon like herself, and her curiosity overcame her fear. Slowly, she crawled out of her hiding place.

Toothless backed up and moved onto the wall of the cave, to give her room and for the first time in years, he was looking at another Night Fury.

For a few moments, they both simply stared at each other.

Suddenly excited, Toothless glided down to land on the cave floor, calling the new Night Fury down to join them. Hesitantly, the new Night Fury followed, landing on a ledge above the heads of the two humans, growling defensively.

Realising they had to show this flighty dragon they were friends, Hiccup pulled out his device that held the zippleback gas, forming a green cloud around him before setting it alight.

The new Night Fury's eyes widened and she climbed slowly down to the cave floor, staring with curiosity at this strange human who could make fire like a dragon.

Slowly, Hiccup reached out a hand, turning his gaze away. Hesitantly, the flighty Night Fury bumped her nose into his palm.

Valka crept forward, extending her hand and Flighty shrunk back slightly in fear. However, as Valka touched the pressure points around the dragon's face, she soon relaxed and allowed Valka to roll her on her back.

"See, Flighty?" Hiccup told the dragon. "We're friends. You can trust us."

"This one _is_ a girl," Valka reported happily as she examined the new dragon. "Only a few years younger than Toothless."

"So, Toothless wasn't a baby when this place was attacked?" Hiccup realised, turning to his friend. Toothless was practically shaking with excitement as he stood to one side, watching this new dragon that was like himself. But, shyly, he didn't yet have the courage to approach.

"No," Valka shook her head. "But he would've been young. Perhaps old enough to fly, but young enough to escape without notice. This one, though," Valka ran her hand over Flighty's skin, realising she was underweight, "this one may have been a hatchling. Not yet old enough to escape, but she could have hidden herself," Valka's mind was racing with scenarios as she cast her eyes over the cavern. "Perhaps between the cracks in the rocks, like when she tried to hide from Toothless?"

"She could've seen the whole thing," Hiccup whispered sadly.

"And grown up here alone, trying to teach herself to fly and hunt." Valka regarded her son seriously. "She's very underweight Hiccup. It's probably why she's so small: her growth's been stunted. It's a miracle she's survived so long on her own."

"Well then," Hiccup smiled, "a few days at Berk should solve that. You're going to have so much fish to eat, Flighty," Hiccup told the younger dragon, "you're going to think you're in Valhalla."

Finally, Toothless had gathered his courage and moved forward to greet their new friend, and honestly, Hiccup was surprised by how shy Toothless was acting, as he was usually bounding into greet new friends. Although, he thought as Toothless and Flighty slowly circled each other curiously, meeting your own species after years of thinking you're alone is a pretty big thing.

~..~..~..~..

Author's note: Told you it would be better!

I tried to give Flighty a bit of a back story as well through Hiccup and Valka trying to figure out what had happened to the Night Fury nest, and at the same time give an idea as to why they haven't met this new Night Fury before now. It was her fear that kept her alive, hiding and flying away has been her survival strategy all her life, and as such, she has made a point trying _not_ to be found. And only another Night Fury could find her.


	3. Homeward Bound

Author's note: Hello! Here's chapter 3- Flighty travels to Berk and meets the Berk Dragons! Hope you like it.

~..~..~..

"Okay Bud," Hiccup climbed onto Toothless' back on the pebbly beach as Valka rejoined Cloud-Jumper. "Let's show Flighty to her new home."

Toothless gleefully launched himself into the air, Cloud-Jumper close behind. However, it was a few moments before they realised that Flighty hadn't followed them.

"What's wrong?" Hiccup wondered as they hovered. "We know she can fly, so why won't she come with us?"

"Remember what you're asking her to do, Hiccup," Valka told her son. "This is the only home she has ever known. Fear is what helped her survive the attack on her home. Fear is how she has survived so long. She's _afraid_. And we need to show her that there is _more_ to life than being afraid."

Nodding, Hiccup guided Toothless back to the beach. The moment they landed, Flighty bounded off towards the mouth of the tunnel and the safety of the darkness in the cave.

"Flighty, wait!" Hiccup called and Toothless moved to block her escape, making a soothing purr in his throat to try and encourage her to calm down.

"I know you're scared, Flighty," Hiccup told her as she turned to regard him warily. "We're asking you to leave the only life you've ever known and that would be terrifying for _anyone_. But,' he continued as he approached her slowly, "our home is a place where you don't have to live in fear anymore. You can live safely, surrounded by dragons and humans who _care_ about you. Now," Hiccup knelt down before her to make eye contact, "you have a choice, Flighty: You can choose to stay here, and continue to live your life, alone and afraid, like you always have. Or, you can come with us, and see how the world has changed. It's up to you."

Slowly, Toothless came forward and gave Flighty a gentle nudge of encouragement before allowing Hiccup to climb onto his back.

Regarding the smaller Night Fury hopefully, Toothless gestured for her to follow before launching himself into the air.

Flighty stood on the beach, staring after the only other of her kind that she could remember seeing, before turning her gaze back towards the mouth of the tunnel.

Hiccup turned in his saddle, straining his eyes to see.

"I don't think she's following," he called to his mother in disappointment. "Maybe we should-"

Toothless unexpectedly dived, and Hiccup let out a cry of surprise before realising that Toothless had spotted Flighty gliding over the water below them, following their shadows cast by the moon.

"Flighty!" Hiccup exclaimed in delight. "You came!"

Looking over her shoulder, Flighty watched as her home disappeared behind the horizon. Taking a deep breath, she turned her eyes ahead of her, beating her wings hard as she climbed higher into the sky, Toothless and Hiccup following easily.

"Atta girl, Flighty!" Valka cheered as they passed her. "No more fear!"

Flighty flew vertically up into the sky, her wings beating hard until she flipped over to dive towards the water below, spreading her wings out, she turned the dive into a glide, riding the wind just above the ocean.

"Oh, she likes tricks," Hiccup observed before patting Toothless' neck. "How about we impress her with some of yours, huh, buddy?'

Toothless gleefully folded his wings to a dive and he and Hiccup began to corkscrew as they fell closer to the surface of the ocean. At the last moment, Toothless' wings opened and they skimmed just above the water's surface before climbing into the sky once more.

As they drew level with Flighty, Hiccup was happy to see that they had caught her attention and he noticed Toothless glancing over before quickly focusing once more ahead of them, as if hoping she hadn't noticed he'd glanced over.

Flighty, on the other hand, folded her wings into a dive, corkscrewing down to the ocean's surface, where she glided along, skimming the water with her claws before climbing up to do a loop.

Rejoining Hiccup and Toothless once more, Flighty looked smugly over at Toothless, who was staring right at her, now.

"Oh, competitive, are we?" Hiccup asked the smaller Night Fury. "Well, you may have met your match, Flighty: Toothless is the best flier on Berk."

Valka observed Flighty as she attempted to copy Toothless' more complicated tricks, but while she showed great determination, she struggled to keep up.

Eventually, Flighty began to drop, lagging behind slightly as she became tired and Valka realised it was time to put a stop to the games.

"She's tired, Hiccup," Valka called to her son, "and she's already underweight. I don't think she's flown this far before. She needs to eat."

Seeing Flighty lagging behind, Hiccup felt guilty for pushing the smaller dragon so far. She and Toothless had seemed to really enjoy flying together, and Hiccup had just lost himself in the fun. But now, Flighty needed help, and they were so close to Berk...

"Alright Toothless," Hiccup told his friend, "let's show Flighty your fishing skills." Swooping over the ocean, Toothless gazed through the surface of the water until he saw what he was looking for. Darting down, he sent a plasma blast into the water before swooping up again as the water splashed up, causing the small school of fish to fly into the air where Toothless could catch a mouthful easily.

Flighty had watched this with fascination and as Toothless threw her the fish, she ate them gratefully.

"Feel better Flighty?" Hiccup asked her gently and the smaller dragon did a barrel roll over the top of them in answer. "Don't worry," Hiccup assured her, "we're nearly home."

Soon, the island of Berk could be seen in the darkness, and Flighty's eyes grew wide at the sight of the human houses and torch lights that were scattered throughout the village.

Toothless heard the nervous growl emanating from Flighty's throat and was quick to fly beside her, hoping she would see he was unafraid and follow his example.

"Welcome to Berk, Flighty," Hiccup told their new friend. "This is our home and now, it's yours too."

Toothless and Cloud-Jumper landed near the shore, and Hiccup looked up to see Flighty was still hovering uncertainly above them.

"It's okay, Flighty," Hiccup encouraged. "You're safe here, you can come down."

"Perhaps she should spend her first night out of the village." Valka suggested, "At least until she becomes more comfortable with people."

"Yeah," Hiccup nodded, realising a night in the village may be a bit much for their human-phobic friend. "But how about the other dragons? If she spent the night with them," Hiccup thought aloud, "maybe she'll be more relaxed tomorrow."

Toothless took off, heading towards the Dragon Academy, encouraging Flighty to follow.

Landing at the always open doorway of the academy, Toothless, Hiccup, Cloud-Jumper and Valka gathered together as Flighty cautiously landed some distance away.

"Welcome to the Berk Dragon Academy, Flighty," Hiccup told their newest member. "This is a place where humans and dragons learn about each other, bond with each other, and train together to become partners and friends."

Toothless hurried over to Flighty, and eagerly escorted their new friend inside what, to Flighty, seemed like a large cave. So while cautious, she seemed to prefer this to the main village.

"Maybe here," Hiccup put forward as the two Night Furies passed, "you'll learn that humans aren't all as scary as you think."

As Cloud-Jumper followed Toothless inside, Flighty saw the other dragons of the academy sleeping around the arena, and once again, her curiosity overcame her fear.

"Maybe she's never been this close to other dragons before," Valka supposed as she watched Flighty cautiously approach a sleeping Stormfly.

"Nothing to be afraid of, Flighty," Hiccup said gently, as Flighty then began studying Hookfang, her curiosity growing more as she crept closer. "Tomorrow, you'll be able to meet all of our dragons, but tonight, you can just rest."

Apparently too excited to wait till morning Toothless let out a call which woke up every dragon in the academy.

"Oh, no, Toothless!" Hiccup was too late to stop Hookfang leaping awake and startling poor Flighty into crashing into the wall of the arena in panic before she hid behind Toothless.

Valka and Hiccup were quick to calm the sleepy dragons down, but Toothless let out another call. Having got his friends' attention, Toothless stepped aside to reveal Flighty, crouching low to the ground defensively.

Stormfly hurried forward, eager to meet the new dragon, only to bump into Hookfang, who was doing the same thing. As the two dragons growled in annoyance, Toothless, seeing Barf and Belch approaching and Flighty becoming increasingly nervous at the attention, tapped into his Alpha authority and calmed the whole scene down in moments.

Flighty stood up in amazement as all the dragons stopped arguing and bowed to Toothess, who stood proudly, nodding his head regally.

"So, Flighty," Hiccup spoke up, seeing the smaller Night Fury looking around in surprise, "did we happen to mention that Toothless here is the _Alpha _of_ all _the dragons?"

Flighty turned to look at Toothless, who drew himself up as tall as possible. Slowly, she bowed low to him.

Regarding this other Night Fury bowing to him, Toothless crouched low, making eye contact with her, before encouraging Flighty to stand back up. Back to his excitable self, Toothless playfully bound around his friends, making sure they were all looking at this other dragon that was like himself.

"Everybody," Hiccup translated, as Toothless then led Flighty to meet Hookfang, Stormfly, Belch and Barf, and Meatlug one by one, "we'd like you to meet our new friend, Flighty. Flighty: these are the Dragons of Berk."

~..~..~..~..

Author's note: Ok, what do you think of the story so far?

In trying to get Flighty's character, I'm trying to think of someone who is naturally curious and intelligent, as Night Furies seem to be, but has lived their life alone and feeling that fear is the only way to survive. As she's had to teach herself to hunt from being a hatchling, I'd imagine Flighty isn't at proficient at hunting/fishing as Toothless and the other dragons are, as they have all been able to help each other to get food, whereas Flighty has just had to rely on herself.

Toothless, on the other hand, is also very curious and intelligent, yet has lived his life with other dragons and can now live comfortably among humans as well. He's quite playful, and I can imagine him being very excited at finally having another Night Fury around and eager to introduce her to his friends. However, now that he is Alpha, I imagine he can have great authority over the others if he feels its needed, such as to break up an argument.

If I continue this, I'm looking forward to seeing how Flighty reacts to meeting the Dragon riders, and how the other villagers react to having another Night Fury. I can see Hiccup wrestling with his love for training dragons and his duties as being chief, struggling to pass the dragon training duties to his mother and Astrid.

Do you think I should continue it?

Please review.


	4. Fish, arson and arrows

Author's note: Hi everybody! Thank you so much for the reviews, and many of you said you would like the story to continue, so I will try my best to do so.

Note that this chapter has a battle resulting in a serious injury for one of our characters, I've tried to keep the detail as minimalist as possible, but if you are squeamish, it may still be a good idea to skip the last part of the chapter.

~..~..~..~..

The sun rose slowly over Berk, casting its pale yellow light over the eternally snow-covered houses of the village.

Hiccup was deeply asleep when he was rudely jolted awake by a large tongue licking his face.

"Toothless!" Hiccup protested as his dragon persisted in his attempts to get his rider up. Squinting, Hiccup glanced out the window and saw that the sun hadn't even risen above the horizon yet.

"I've barely had five hours sleep, buddy," Hiccup yawned, pulling the covers over his head. "Can you give me another thirty minutes? _Please?"_

Snorting with exasperation at his rider's lack of enthusiasm, Toothless gripped the bedcovers in his mouth and flicked them off with a shake of his head.

"All right, I'm up!" Hiccup yelled as he sat up, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. "What's the deal, anyway?"

Toothless stomped the floor impatiently, and as his brain woke up, Hiccup remembered.

"Flighty!"

Toothless let out a deep sigh, as if to say 'Finally, he's got it', and in moments, he and Hiccup were flying towards the Academy.

Swooping in through the open doorway, Hiccup was surprised to see his friends already gathered to collect their dragons for the routine morning ride.

"Hey, guys," Hiccup greeted anxiously, for Flighty was nowhere to be seen, "you're here early."

"Hey Hiccup," Ruffnut spoke up as she fed Barf his breakfast, "did Toothless grow his tail back?"

"No," Hiccup relaxed as this must mean she had seen Flighty somewhere. "As you can see, Toothless still has half his tail fin. On that note, I have some great news: mom and I found another Night Fury last night."

"Really?" Astrid exclaimed in surprise. "That's amazing!"

"This is so exciting!" Fish-legs could barely contain himself. "Another Night Fury!"

"Her name's Flighty, and she's kind of scared of humans," Hiccup explained, "so I was wanting to get here early to introduce you guys slowly."

"Oh, so that's who it was," Snotlout realised slowly, pausing in feeding Hookfang. "And here I thought, Toothless had turned into a chicken." As Snotlout began laughing at his joke Hookfang snapped at the fish in his rider's hand, wanting his breakfast.

"What do you mean?" Hiccup pressed. "She didn't fly away, did she?"

"Nah, she's hiding in there," Tuffnut gestured carelessly towards one of the old cages at the back of the arena and carefully, Hiccup and Toothless approached.

"When we got here for the morning flight, we found all the dragons sleeping, as usual," Astrid explained to Hiccup, "then as soon as we woke our dragons for breakfast, this _black blur_ went rushing past us and into the old Gronkle cage."

"Oh, the poor thing, she must be so scared," Fish-Legs commented sympathetically as he and Meatlug ambled over to follow. "She goes to sleep in a new place she's never been before, and suddenly wakes up, not knowing where she is, surrounded by strange dragons and strange people...poor thing." Fish-legs hugged his dragon fondly.

"Flighty?" Hiccup called into the dark cage. "Sorry about the rude awakening. It's okay though, you can come out."

Only a growl could be heard from inside the cage.

Hiccup sighed, before turning to his dragon.

"Why don't you go in, buddy?" Hiccup gestured for Toothless to go ahead and his dragon walked into the cage without hesitation.

"You said this new Night Fury was a girl?" Astrid asked and Hiccup nodded with a smile.

"Oh, no fair!" Tuffnut protested. "How come even _Toothless_ can get a girlfriend and I can't?"

"Maybe it's your personality," Ruffnut shot at her brother.

Inside the cage, Toothless found Flighty pressed against the back wall of the cage, just like she had been in the cavern.

Making a purring sound in his throat as he approached, Toothless calmed Flighty down as he came to stand beside her. Nudging her towards the exit in encouragement, Toothless led the way out of the cage.

Hiccup watched as Toothless led a timid Flighty out of the cage and into the arena.

"Stay still everyone," Hiccup told his friends, "we don't want to scare her off again."

Cautiously, Flighty moved forward enough that she was now surrounded by the dragons she had met last night and new humans. And strangely enough, she observed, the dragons seemed perfectly at ease next to the humans. The Gronkle was even allowing the large human beside her to scratch her under her chin.

"Everyone," Hiccup made the introductions, "meet Flighty."

"Oh, hi Flighty," Fishlegs greeted gently, noticing the young Night Fury's gaze on him and Meatlug. "I'm Fishlegs, it's so nice to meet you. I believe you've met my best friend, Meatlug?" The Gronkle stepped forward, and Flighty bumped her head lightly against Meatlug's in greeting.

"Oh," Fishlegs clasped his hands together happily, "Meatlug, you made a new friend." But when Fishlegs extended a hand, Flighty growled and he quickly retracted it.

"Looks like she prefers Dragon company," Fishlegs muttered.

"She's afraid of humans," Hiccup repeated. "I'm actually quite proud of how well she's doing."

"What's she so scared of?" Snotlout asked as Flighty continued to greet the dragons in the group yet stay wary of the humans. "She's a _dragon_, they're meant to be _tough_." He grinned. "Guess Night Furies aren't as tough as they _try_ to be."

"When Mom and I found the Night Fury nest, we found weapons." Hiccup explained patiently. "Humans killed Flighty's entire family. Toothless' too." He added gently and Astrid placed her hand on her boyfriends arm comfortingly. "Now, Toothless was apparently old enough to escape without being spotted, but Flighty, all she could do was hide." Slowly, Hiccup reach out a hand and cautiously, Flighty bumped her nose against his palm. "You'd be scared too, if that happened to you."

"No, I wouldn't," Snotlout answered stubbornly. "Well, maybe. But who cares?"

"We need to show her that humans aren't as scary as she thinks they are," Astrid spoke up.

"How?" Ruffnut asked.

"Oh, she seems to like bumping heads!" Tuffnutt supplied eagerly and immediately, he banged heads with his sister, but they did it so hard, they were knocked backwards onto the ground.

Flighty had jumped back in surprise before tilting her head curiously as the twins fell. Casting a questioning glance at Toothless, the other Night Fury simply huffed, rolling his eyes.

"Hey, she didn't run," Snotlout observed triumphantly. " It worked!"

"How about," Hiccup intervened quickly, "we each take turns feeding her? She's probably hungry and hasn't had breakfast yet."

"Good idea," Astrid and Fishlegs hurried over to another large basket of fish that had been left for Toothless.

Toothless, however, rushed forward and claimed the basket, pulling it away from them.

"Toothless, I know that's your fish," Hiccup tried to placate his dragon, "but you can-" he broke off as Toothless dumped the entire contents of the basket in front of Flighty. Salmon, cod, herring and all manner of other fish were scattering wetly across the arena floor.

"Very generous of you, bud," Hiccup finished lamely.

Flighty's eyes widened at the sight of all the fish, her mouth dropping in shock before she glanced at Toothless in confusion. Toothless simply gestured her to the fish pile.

"Go on, Flighty," Hiccup encouraged. "Eat as much as you like."

There was barely a second's hesitation before Flighty dove on the food.

"Woah," Tuffnut marvelled as he watched the dragon gorge herself, "she eats like Ruffnut." His sister promptly smacked him upside the head.

"Guess she's hungry," Snotlout commented, not seeing anything wrong with it.

"She's more than hungry," Hiccup observed, for the clear morning sunlight showed off just how thin Flighty really was. "She's been _starving_."

"I guess, growing up alone, she didn't have anyone to teach her how to fish properly," Fishlegs surmised sympathetically.

Once Flighty had eaten her fill, she turned to Toothless and regurgitated a fish, which he promptly ate before the two of them bumped heads gently.

"Aww," Fishlegs sighed.

"Looks like someone might have a crush on the new girl," Astrid commented with a smile as Toothless pranced around the newest member. "That's why Toothless took the basket: _he_ wanted to be the one to feed Flighty."

"Hiccup!"

Turning, the group watched as Eret swooped in on Stoick's old dragon, Skullcrusher. The former trapper leaped off and ran a few steps before coming to a halt.

"Is that another Night Fury?" He asked.

"Hi Eret," Ruffnutt waved as her brother rolled his eyes.

"Oh, give it up sis," he told her.

"Yes, it's another Night Fury, Eret," Hiccup spoke up. "This is Flighty, mom and I found her last night. Now, what's up?"

"The fishing boats are being attacked, Chief," Eret reported quickly. "Pirates, I think. Valka's gone ahead, but we'll need help."

"Alright, Gang," Hiccup ordered, "to your dragons."

Climbing on Toothless' back, Hiccup turned to Flighty.

"You can come if you like," he invited. "See humans and dragons working together."

~..~..~..~..

Out on the ocean, a group of about three fishing boats were being attacked by a five strange ships, whose white sails held the emblem of a black dragon with its own tail in its mouth, creating a circle.

Rocks flew from catapults on the ships' deck, tearing apart the wood of the Berk fishing boats.

"You could have saved yourself this," called a large man wearing blue war paint from the largest of the strange ships. "All we did was ask to board you."

"Aye, so you could commandeer our ships," the skipper of one of the fishing boats shouted back. "Pirates!"

"How dare you!" A second large man, younger than the first with his shaggy blond hair tied back off his face stepped forward angrily. "I am Sven, son of Svalgard, the conqueror of the Western Lands!"

"I don't care if you're Odin's nephew!" The skipper called back defiantly, throwing a bolas. "You're not taking our ships!"

The bolas narrowly missed the tall blond man, Sven, and instead wrapped up one of his sailors, knocking him to the deck.

"Brom, Sven," a voice called and the two men turned to view a petite young woman with blonde hair, that fell to her waist in a long braid. "I thought we agreed we'd show some _diplomacy_." She said firmly.

"We asked them nicely, Milady," The older man, Brom reminded her. "It didn't work."

"Saying, 'Let us aboard or we'll destroy you' is _not_ diplomacy!" The woman insisted.

"Diplomacy has never been our strong suit, Svetta, you know that." Sven picked the woman up with ease, placing her to one side as he signalled the catapults to launch again.

"So instead we are now destroying three perfectly good ships, that we could've taken back to father?" Svetta countered incredulously. "How does that make sense to you, brother?"

"Because three destroyed ships means three less ships to go _against_ father," Sven answered easily. "Now, get below deck before you get hurt."

Svetta scowled. "I'm just as good a fighter as anyone here!"

"Sire!"

Sven followed where Brom was pointing as a dark shape appeared through the clouds.

Svetta's eyes widened as she realised was it was.

"Sven..." she whispered. "That's a-"

"Dragon!" Sven shouted.

"Get the nets!" Brom ordered the men. "King Svalgard will have a new trophy for his collection!"

In the sky, Valka lined Cloudjumper up with one of the five strange ships.

"Now, Cloudjumper!" She ordered.

Cloudjumper let loose a fiery blast which smothered the strange ship in flames, men dove into the water to escape the blaze and a cheer went up from the fishing boats.

"One down," Valka smiled. "Four to go."

"Get those men onto the other ships!" Brom called.

"Fire at the dragon!" Sven ordered.

A catapult fired, launching a large net towards Cloudjumper, who caught it, passing it up to Valka, who threw it back down at one of the ships, where it tangled up the sailors and their weapons.

It was only at this point that Svetta actually realised someone was riding the flying beast.

"Sven!" Grabbing her brother's attention she encouraged him to look closer at the dragon swooping above their heads.

As Sven squinted in the morning sunlight, his eyes grew wide.

"There's someone _riding_ that dragon!"

"What?" Brom asked. "That's impossible!"

Suddenly, shouts could be heard from one of their other ships as it went up in smoke and Sven stopped as a great red dragon covered with spikes emerged from the smoke, its wings covered in flames.

"Oh yeah!" Snotlout crowed. "Meet my Monstrous Nightmare!"

Sven grabbed a bolas and threw it at a large young man, riding a tough looking dragon with a bludgeon-like tail.

"Help!" Fishlegs called as he was shot right out of his saddle and began falling towards the ocean, only to be caught up by Eret and Skullcrusher.

"You alright?" Eret quickly untied Fishlegs and delivered him back to Meatlug.

"Yeah, of course," Fishlegs answered as he hopped back on his dragon. "It'll take more than that to defeat us, right girl?" He hugged his dragon fondly as Eret threw the bolas, sending a sailor overboard.

Svetta dove onto the deck to avoid being hit by large blue spikes which had been shot by a brightly coloured dragon as it swooped passed. The spikes thunked loudly into the wood, one landing right by her hand.

"That was a warning shot!" Astrid yelled.

Svetta crawled along the deck, as the sailors yelled war cries and retaliated with their catapults until she reached the boxes of weaponry near the mast.

Grabbing a quiver, Svetta slung it determinedly over her shoulder before grabbing a bow.

"What happened to diplomacy?" Sven asked and Svetta turned as her brother grabbed a large broadsword.

"I think we're passed that, now," Svetta said quickly as she began to climb the mast.

Suddenly, an eerie, chilling screech filled the air and a catapult went up in flames as a blur of black and blue streaked across the sky.

Hiccup and Toothless turned to take in the scene, Flighty following Toothless' movements as she watched and wondered at this strange occurrence, not understanding what was going on.

"Alright!" Hiccup tried to calm the scene down as Toothless landed on the prow of the ship. "Who's in charge here?"

"That would be me," Sven stepped forward, sword in hand, yet froze as he saw the black dragon.

"A _Night Fury_," he gaped.

Seeing the symbol on the ship's sail, Toothless felt a long forgotten fear rising in the back of his mind, accompanied by screams, cries, the sound of blasting rock and the feeling of fire.

Svetta paused in her climbing in shock before shaking herself out of it and climbing up into the crow's nest to ready her bow.

"Yes, this is a Night Fury," Hiccup placed a hand on Toothless' head and his dragon growled, showing his many sharp teeth. "So's this one, she's new," Hiccup casually gestured to where Flighty hovered above them. "And these, are the Dragon Riders of Berk." Hiccup gestured to his friends in the air. "We don't want any trouble."

Brom burst out laughing, wiping his brown hair out of his eyes.

"You don't want trouble, ay?" The big man asked. "Then why is one of my ships now charcoal?"

"Because _you_ were attacking our fishing boats _first_," Hiccup answered slowly. "But you still have four left," he continued quickly, "so if you leave now, we promise not to hurt you further."

"You must think us cowards!" Sven shouted, brandishing his sword. "The Svalgards never run from _any_ challenge. _Especially_ not from traitors to their kind, who ride on the very beasts that destroy lives."

"Dragons aren't the destroyers of life," Valka answered angrily. "People like _you_ are!"

"And if you guys hate dragons so much," Hiccup added, "then why do you have one on your sail?"

Sven laughed.

"Do you not know what this symbol is?" Sven gestured to the emblem on his ships' sail.

"Um... a dragon eating its tail?" Tuffnutt answered slowly in confusion.

"Why would a dragon eat itself?" Ruffnutt asked aloud.

"It is a symbol of destruction and rebirth," Sven answered proudly. "It reminds us that even the greatest of kingdoms will eventually fall, only for a new kingdom to rise. The Dragon," he continued, pointing at the Night Fury before him," has always been the greatest and most feared beast in this world, but eventually, even _their_ reign will come to an end. My father has been travelling the world, ridding it of its greatest menace, and for a long time, we thought we'd got them all," Sven smiled. "But it looks like we've found where the last of them are hiding."

"You're not getting anywhere near our dragons!" Snotlout yelled.

"Dragons are _not_ the enemy," Hiccup tried to stay calm. "I can show you!"

"Says the one riding the Darkest of them all," Sven sneered before turning to his men. "Fire at will!"

"Okay," Svetta swallowed as she sighted along her arrow, following the Night Fury and his rider as they rose into the air.

Seeing the movement in the crow's nest, Astrid saw the woman take aim, following the trajectory, she felt her blood ran cold as she realised the archer was aiming for Hiccup.

"Stormfly, spine-shot!"

Stormfly whipped her tail forward, shooting her spikes toward the woman in the crow's nest. Several spikes landed solidly in the mast, creating a line travelling up the wood, but the last one pierced the woman's shoulder, sending her arrow wild and knocking her out of the look-out post to fall towards the deck below.

"Svetta!" Sven screamed as he ran towards his falling sister.

"Fire!" Brom ordered, and Hiccup and the others had to move quickly to dodge the boulders, nets and arrows that flew at them.

Sven dove forward, wrapping his sister into his arms to break her fall, turning to take the brunt of the landing on his own side.

"Svetta," he lay his sister gently on the deck of the ship. "Are you alright?"

"My shoulder feels like it's got a spike through it," Svetta answered dully, her eyes unfocussed as she lifted a hand to her shoulder.

Furious, Sven grabbed Svetta's bow and searched the sky until his eyes landed on the woman who rode the colourful spiked dragon.

"No attack on our family goes unpunished," he whispered.

Carefully, he took aim.

"Mom!" Hiccup called to Valka as they flew. "You, Eret and Snotlout help the fishing ships get home safely. We'll keep these ships distracted."

"Aaaahh!"

The sound of Astrid's scream made Hiccup's heart stop and he turned to see his girlfriend fall, an arrow piercing her torso.

"No!" Hiccup screamed and he made Toothless dive.

'Please, Odin, let her live,' Hiccup prayed desperately. 'I _can't_ lose her.'

Toothless caught Astrid carefully and as Stormfly caught up with them, he placed Astrid gingerly back in her saddle.

"_Astrid?"_ Hiccup flew alongside the Nadder, his eyes focused on the woman slumped in the saddle.

Slowly, Astrid turned her head to meet Hiccup's gaze, sending him a smile that looked more like a grimace.

"Oh, thank Thor," Hiccup breathed. "Don't worry, Astrid, you'll be alright."

"Course I will," she said through gritted teeth, one hand gripping her saddle and the other holding her wound. "And I'll have a cool new scar to show off too."

"Back to Berk!" Hiccup yelled. "Ruff, Tuff, Fish, give us some cover!"

"No problem," Ruff smiled as Barf began breathing thick green gas over the four remaining Svalgard ships. Meatlug then spat thick lava into the ocean, causing great swirls of steam to rise up, and the combination of gas and steam worked as a perfect cover as the three largest dragons pulled on ropes connected to the fishing boats to tow them back home.

"See ya, wouldn't want to be ya!" Tuff called as he signalled Belch to light the gas causing a huge explosion of fire around the remaining ships. One was his worst that the others, bursting into flames and forcing the sailors to abandon ship.

Down to three ships, and with the air clearing, Sven's eyes followed the shapes of the dragons as they flew off, too far now to fire at, yet he took note of the direction they were headed before lifting his sister into his arms.

"Take her below deck," Sven ordered as he passed her to one of the men. "See that her wound is tended to." Sven then moved to stand by Brom, who, like him was following the direction of the dragon's flight.

"I thought you and father said all the Night Furies had been killed, uncle?" Sven asked tersely.

"Well," Brom considered. "It looks like we missed a couple."

"We should send word to father that the Dark Dragons still live," Sven hissed.

"And then," Brom turned to his nephew. "Would you be willing to settle the score yourself this time round?"

Sven smiled, for he had been too young to join the first onslaught.

"It would be my pleasure," he said.

~..~..~..~..

"We're lucky," Valka reported, " the arrow went all the way through."

"_How is that lucky?"_ Hiccup demanded, on the verge of panic.

The moment they landed on Berk, Astrid had been rushed to their Elder, Gouldie, for healing. Gobber had come too, for he'd dealt with wounds like Astrid's before, and had a fire stoked and ready, with a poker resting in the flames.

"It's _lucky_," Gobber told his former apprentice firmly, "because it means the arrow's easier to take out."

Carefully, he turned Astrid onto her uninjured side, and Hiccup choked back a cry as he saw the arrowhead sticking out of her back.

With a swift, practiced move, Gobber broke the arrowhead off cleanly before slowly withdrawing the shaft.

Hiccup's grip on Astrid's hand tightened as she moaned in pain.

"Lucky again," Gobber stated as he examined the arrow shaft, "looks like it missed everything important."

"Gobber?" Hiccup asked fearfully as his old mentor removed the poker from the fire. "What are you going to do with that?"

"We have to seal the wound, Hiccup," he answered grimly. "Otherwise Astrid could lose too much blood."

Valka moved to hold Astrid steady.

"Okay, Astrid," Gobber told his patient. "This is going to hurt."

Astrid's scream of pain could be heard from outside, where the other riders and the dragons were waiting, and everyone flinched in sympathy.

"_Now_, Gouldie," Gobber ordered.

The Elder came forward with a salve and bandages, and quickly cleaned and dressed Astrid's wound with expert hands.

"I can't believe I screamed," Astrid mumbled into the pillow as Valka and Hiccup carefully positioned her on the bed. "I thought I'd be stronger than that."

"Are you kidding me?" Hiccup laughed weakly as he stroked her face. Of all the things for Astrid to complain about right now... "You're the strongest person I know."

"He's right, Astrid, you did very well," Gobber placed the poker in cold water in a hiss of steam. "Most people fall unconscious after a treatment like that."

"Sleep does sound good," Astrid admitted as her eyes fluttered, and Gouldie was quick to give her a few sips of water before she fell unconscious.

Hiccup kissed Astrid's forehead tenderly before settling himself by her bedside, her hand gripped tightly in both his own.

"She'll wake up, son," Valka hugged her son from behind. "I've seen Vikings wounded like this before, and as long as the arrow missed her organs-"

"Which it did!" Gobber chimed in. "Thank Thor."

"- then Astrid should recover." She kissed her son's cheek in comfort, though his eyes never left the woman lying on the bed.

"I _can't_ lose her, mom," Hiccup whispered.

"Then you _won't_, son." Valka told him. "If there's one thing I know about our family, Hiccup: it's that we _never_ give up on those we love."

Hiccup wordlessly brought Astrid's hand to his lips, kissing it tenderly before accepting the bowl of water and cloth that Gouldie passed him.

"I'll handle the chieftain duties, Hiccup," Valka told her son as he began to wipe the sweat and blood from Astrid's skin with the cool water. "And the Dragon Academy, while you tend to Astrid's recovery."

"Thanks mom," Hiccup answered distractedly and he didn't even hear her leave the room with Gobber to report to the other riders.

Placing the water bowl to one side, Hiccup gently brushed his fingers along Astrid's cheek.

"_Please_, wake up," he told her. "I don't know what I'd do without you."

~..~..~..~..
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	5. Lookouts and laughter

Author's note: Hi everybody! When I first started this story, it was just going to be a little 'Toothless and Flighty romance' fic, but when people asked me to continue writing, I realised I do _love_ a layered plot and had to add more stories to Toothless and Flighty's story.

I hope you like this next chapter.

~..~..~..~..

Svetta made her way up on deck slowly, keeping her injured shoulder as still as possible. She'd hated the fact that she'd fallen unconscious. The ship's physician had said the dragon's spike had hit a major artery and she'd lost a lot of blood, but still, Svetta was already considered the weakest of her family, and she hated the idea that the label had been further solidified by her injury.

"Svetta!"

'Here we go,' Svetta held herself as tall as possible, doing her best to ignore the throbbing pain in her left shoulder as her brother approached.

"What are you doing on deck?" He demanded in concern. "You should be below, resting."

"I've rested enough, brother," Svetta answered firmly, gritting her teeth. "And I feel I should be present when we board father's ship to report." She gestured to the large ship of the fleet they were approaching, for their five ships had been sent ahead to scout the area.

"It's bad enough I have to report one ship burnt to a crisp and two more charred and needing mending, I have to report you getting yourself injured," Sven muttered. "Why did I let you convince me to bring you along?"

Svetta frowned, grabbing her brother's arm with her good hand.

"I am just as much a part of this family as you, or Father," she reminded him. "_Uncle Brom's_ less connected than me. He was _Mother's_ brother. It's a miracle Father let him–"

"Father let Brom keep his station in the army when he proved himself by fighting the dragons _alongside_ Father," Sven finished firmly. "Not this argument again, Svetta."

"He betrayed his own sister," Svetta hissed. "Is it any stretch to consider that he could betray Father too?"

"Brom went against Mother because she was on the wrong side," Sven explained impatiently as they drew up alongside the ornately carved hull of their father's ship, preparing to board. "We've been over this, Svetta." He cast a glance at his sister, raising an eyebrow. "Perhaps it's _you_ we need to worry about?"

Svetta blanched. "Do you really believe that?"

Sven laughed as he pulled teasingly at his sister's long braid, like he had when they were little.

"Of course not, sister," he assured her. "You're no threat to anyone."

~..~..~..~..

Back at the Berk Training Academy the riders were preparing their dragons for another flight.

"Okay guys," Fishlegs said nervously. "I know we're all worried about Astrid, but while Hiccup is tending to her, and Valka's acting Chieftain, she's told me to train some new recruits while you guys do a scout of the area."

"I don't know why she left _you_ in charge," Snotlout grumbled. "_I've_ got the higher rank in this group."

"It's because, out of the riders remaining, _I_ know the most about training dragons, so _I'm_ teaching the academy when Valka's busy." Fishlegs said firmly.

"Are you saying you'd _rather_ stand in the front and go 'blah, blah, blah' like Hiccup always does?" Tuffnut asked Snotlout in confusion.

"Instead of looking for those guys who shot Astrid and _blast_ them off the edge of the world?" Ruffnut finished, pounding a fist into her palm.

Considering this, Snotlout nodded.

"Good point. You stay and teach kids, Fishlegs, and _I'll_ go avenge Astrid." Smugly, Snotlout mounted Hookfang.

"You think I don't _want_ to get those guys back, Snotlout?" Fishlegs asked incredulously. "You think I don't _care_ that Astrid got wounded? We are going to need _all_ the help we can get, and that means training new riders as quickly as possible."

"Whatever," Snotlout waved his hand, trying not to show how worried he really was. "It would help if we knew where to start!"

Fishlegs looked over at Eret, who was preparing Skullcrusher for his next flight silently, his back towards the others.

"Eret?" he called. "You used to travel a lot: even heard of those guys before?"

Eret closed his eyes before taking a deep breath and turning around.

"Actually," he admitted slowly, "yes, I have. King Svalgard has the symbol of the circled black dragon. His family took over my homeland."

"I thought that was Drago?" Snotlout commented. How many guys could conquer the area?

"No, Drago came afterward," Eret supplied guardedly. "King Svalgard wanted to kill the dragons, and after he took control of my homeland, he began to do just that. Then, Drago appeared, taking every dragon he could find, that hadn't been killed by Svalgard's men, with him and his Alpha. My father had been a part of that first battle, and when I grew up," he shrugged, "trapping dragons for Drago seemed like the better option for me."

"Sounds like there's something more you're not telling us," Fishlegs folded his arms, waiting.

"I was just a kid at the time, alright?" Eret said defensively. "I don't remember much."

"Wait," Ruffnut frowned in confusion. "You said this Svalgard guy took over your homeland? Where is that, exactly? You've never told us."

Eret felt his muscles tense as he felt the eyes of the others on him.

"Because it's _gone_ now," he stated fiercely avoiding eye contact as he mounted Skullcrusher. "And if you don't want the same thing to happen to Berk, we need to find out how to stop them."

Without another word, Eret urged Skullcrusher up and the two of them launched into the air.

"What was that about?" Tuffnut asked.

"He's just wanting to get on with finding these guys!" Snotlout said impatiently. "So let's _go_ already!"

"Spread out and search guys," Fishlegs encouraged his friends as he saw a group of teenagers approaching the doors of the academy. "I've got a class to teach."

~..~..~..~..

Toothless sat outside the healer's hut where Hiccup stayed, caring for Astrid. The Night Fury had never seen his friend so worried. But then, he knew, Hiccup's heart was bigger than most humans he'd met. And this was Hiccup's mate who was injured, so of course his friend was worried.

Toothless sighed as he glanced to where Stormfly, Astrid's dragon, was sitting, preening herself in the sunlight. Even with her rider wounded, the vain dragon coped with her worry by attending to her looks.

Snorting slightly, Toothless allowed his eyes to travel out over the harbour, where the fishing boats were being mended, and towards the ocean, mentally travelling back to where they had found the strange ships.

The picture on those sails... he _knew_ he had seen it before. He hadn't understood everything that the strange human had said on the ship, but he knew enough of the human language to understand that this new group of humans were interested in killing dragons, rather than bonding with them, like his humans did.

Closing his eyes, Toothless cast his mind back in time, and slowly, flashes of memory, or memories of old nightmares, came into his mind.

_Human yells. Night Fury screams. Flashes of fire and steel and his father pushing him out of the cavern hole into the cold night air..._

Shaking his head to clear it, Toothless opened his eyes again and his ears pricked as he heard a Night Fury call.

Looking up eagerly, Toothless saw the female his rider had named 'Flighty' soaring across the blue sky and immediately felt his heart leap.

Toothless had accepted long ago that he was the only one of his kind, and filled his heart with his friends, adventure and play. However it wasn't until he and Hiccup had found his old home that he realised just how lonely he was.

Finding Flighty had been like starting a fire in his chest. He finally had someone like himself. She was as tough and intelligent as any Night Fury he could remember, but clearly she had lived a hard life, living on her own. He relished the fact that he could teach her, provide for her. Not just as the Alpha, but as himself.

Although, he had to admit, seeing the look on Flighty's face when she realised he was the Alpha made him feel pretty good, too.

Hearing Flighty's call again, Toothless spread his wings without thinking. He wanted to fly with her, to race with her on the wind and show her everything he knew about flying, fishing and life among humans, for she was still too wary to land in the village.

Toothless made to launch himself into the sky, only to land back on solid ground. Turning, he viewed the red tailfin that Hiccup had made for him, and while he had always been grateful for his friend's work, he now stomped his feet, snorting in frustration.

He wanted to be in the sky with Flighty. He _needed_ to. He sent a call up to Flighty, who hung in the air, riding the thermals, hoping she would come down. But while she lowered herself in the sky, she still refused to land so close to a human house.

Toothless slapped his tail against the ground. He couldn't fly without Hiccup.

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup carefully trickled water into Astrid's mouth, moistening her lips. It had been at least four hours since she'd fallen unconscious and she still hadn't woken up. Hiccup was becoming more anxious with each passing moment.

Hearing a movement behind him, Hiccup turned as Toothless came into the room.

"Hey, Toothless," Hiccup greeted quietly as Toothless came to stand by the bed. Carefully, Toothless worked his head under Astrid's hand, making a purring sound in his throat.

"I know you're worried about her, Bud," Hiccup placed his hand over Astrid's where it rested on Toothless' nose. "I am too. But hey," Hiccup swallowed. "Astrid's the strongest person I know. And if I could recover from the battle with the Red Death, then she can definitely survive an arrow. Right?"

Making the purring noise in his throat again, Toothless licked Hiccup's face to show his support.

"Thanks, Bud," Hiccup said gratefully, wiping at the dragon saliva with his sleeve. "So," he continued, wanting to get away from the tightness in his chest, "how are things going with Flighty?"

Toothless looked away, shuffling his feet on the wooden floorboards.

"Oh, don't tell me it's not going well," Hiccup couldn't believe it, "you're the _Alpha Dragon_. How could she resist you?"

Turning, Toothless made his way outside and after kissing Astrid's cheek, Hiccup followed. Gothi came to take Hiccup's place by the bed.

Hiccup squinted slightly in the sunlight as he watched Toothless perch right on the edge of the cliff, gazing upward. Following his line of sight, Hiccup could see Flighty swooping in circles on the air currents.

"Oh, I see," Hiccup said slowly as he approached Toothless. "She still too scared to come down, huh?"

Toothless called out to sea, and Flighty turned and made her way back towards the cliffs, but as before, she hovered above their heads, still wary.

Toothless tried to fly again, but landed on the ground. Turning his head to view Hiccup, Toothless gestured for his friend to get on his back, his eyes pleading, hopeful.

Hiccup smiled, about to step forward, when he stopped himself, turning to look back at the hut, where the woman he loved lay unconscious.

"Oh, Toothless," Hiccup began apologetically, but Toothless let out a breath in a sigh. He should have known Hiccup wouldn't want to leave his mate, and it had been selfish of him to ask him to. Slowly, Toothless approached his friend and nudged him back towards the hut.

Turning back to the cliff edge, Toothless lay down on the grass, resigning himself to simply watching the female Night Fury flying above his head, grateful that she at least stayed in his sight. But still, he sighed, he didn't feel much like the 'Alpha Dragon' stuck here on the ground.

Seeing how miserable his friend clearly was changed Hiccup's perspective. Astrid was in the best of care with Gothi, his mother was taking care of the village, Fishlegs was training new recruits at the academy and Snotlout, the Twins and Eret were scouting for signs of the 'Svalgard' clan.

Hiccup mentally berated himself for being selfish, wanting to stay with Astrid and ignore his duties, both as chief and as a dragon rider.

Toothless gasped as he felt the familiar weight of his friend climbing onto his back and turned his head to view Hiccup.

"You've helped me countless times over the years, bud," Hiccup told him. "And I'm no use to anyone sitting here and worrying. Mom and the others are taking care of the village and the academy, so now, it's time for me to help you." He smiled. "Let's go, Bud."

Delightedly, Toothless leapt from the cliff, feeling Hiccup adjusting the tailfin he'd made to help him climb into the sky.

"Hey Flighty," Hiccup called to the other Night Fury. "Mind if we join you?"

As Toothless and Flighty began flying in circular patterns across the sky, crossing over each other's flight paths, flying tandem or suddenly breaking off to do a trick independently, Hiccup resolved to create a tailfin that Toothless could control on his own, as soon as possible.

~..~..~..~..

King Svalgard's ship lay moored at a small island, the King's tent erected on the beach. For while his ship was large, there were too many people to have counsel with regarding the report his son and Brother-in-law had brought him, so they'd diverted from the ship's deck to the small beach.

Svetta observed her father as he studied the map spread out on the table before him rather than look at her, his large size filling the tent, giving the illusion that he was even bigger than he was. His hair, more grey than blond now, was tied back off his face, yet his age didn't detract from his powerful presence. In fact, the weight of his experiences seemed to add to his effect on those in the room.

"So, daughter," Svalgard spoke quietly in a tone that Svetta recognised as meaning she was in deep trouble. "You ignored your brother's orders to get below deck and got yourself badly injured as a result?"

Svetta swallowed. "I wanted to do my part," she admitted. "And I hardly think my actions are our biggest problem, father-"

"If I want your thoughts, I'd _ask_ for them," Svalgard finally raised his head and his ice blue eyes froze Svetta's words in her throat and she lowered her eyes.

Svalgard straightened up. "We now have a wounded royal," he muttered as he came around the table. "Who would _dare_ injure one of my family?" He clenched his jaw before relaxing slightly. "At least it wasn't Sven who was injured," Svalgard added thoughtfully.

Standing by his uncle, having both given their reports already, Sven's eyes darted to his sister, and he watched as Svetta's shoulders slumped, causing her to wince as pain shot through her shoulder again.

"Thank you for your assuring words father," she mumbled.

"Don't talk out of turn," her father reprimanded. "You're just like your mother, you know that?"

Svetta nodded. "You tell me frequently, father," she said. Though, as usual she was sure the comparison wasn't meant as a compliment.

"Celtic blood is strong," Svetta heard her uncle mutter as he absentmindedly stroked the blue tattoos painted on his face, and felt that, at least in her uncle's eyes, the other side of her heritage was something to be proud of.

Sven stepped forward quickly. "I shot the one who dared injure a child of Svalgard," he spoke up. "It was a woman, riding a brightly coloured dragon."

"A woman?" Svalgard raised an eyebrow.

"You've visited the North before, Sire," Brom interjected, stepping forward to remind his brother-in-law. "The women here are allowed to become warriors."

"Which means the number of soldiers we would face in battle would be doubled," Sven considered.

"I don't care if these people have warrior women," Svalgard waved his hand as he returned to the map. "It's these dragons I'm interested in."

"_Two_ Dark Dragons, Father," Sven repeated. "_Two_ dragons of Chaos, but the locals call them Night Furies. And there are other species also. Ones we haven't seen before."

"These people _ride_ them, father," Svetta spoke up, and had to admit she was at the same time impressed and fearful of what she had seen earlier that day. "It's more than anything mother -"

"You're dismissed, Svetta," her father interrupted.

"What?" Svetta asked.

"You're dismissed," Svalgard repeated. "Leave us."

Svetta clenched her jaw. "I think I could contribute-"

"Like you contributed today?" Svalgard pressed, gesturing to the bandages around her shoulder.

"I want to do my part," Svetta admitted again.

"And you will," Svalgard assured her, "when the time comes a man is willing to wed you."

Laughing at his joke, the king gestured for Brom, Sven and the other men in his council to gather around the table.

Sven quickly followed his sister out of the tent and grabbed her uninjured arm to turn her around to face him.

"Don't let him get to you," he began, but Svetta shook off his touch.

"Why not?" She demanded. "He's never happy with _anything_ I do, even if it's..._embroidery_!"

"I think you just remind him too much of mother," Sven tried to calm his sister down.

"I don't even _look_ like her!" Svetta shook her head as she began to pace. "I've seen the paintings, I remember- different hair, different face..."

"But you act a lot like her," Sven insisted. "I've heard uncle Brom mention it many times- you have the same mannerisms as her."

"So what?" Svetta countered again. "She and Father were _arranged_ to be married. They only met a week before the wedding! Why would he care so much?"

Sven sighed. All his sister had ever wanted was their father's approval, and whether her attempts were in simple domestic duties or on the battle field, she had always failed to impress.

"I can't claim to know what father wants, Svetta," he began when his uncle's voice could be heard, calling him back to the council tent. Reaching out, he lifted his sister's chin up with his fingertips.

"Hey," he told her earnestly. "You are a _royal_. Your blood is better than most anyone's. Do your best to uphold our family's honour and you will gain father's approval, sister. And don't worry," he added with a smile. "I'll tell you everything we talk about in council."

Turning, Sven made his way back to the tent.

Sighing with frustration, Svetta thought she ought to make her way back to the ship. But, not wanting to be bored pacing her room, she decided to explore the small island they were on, and possibly vent some frustration out of sight of her father's men.

Regaining her composure, Svetta headed off along the beach toward some cliffs in the North West that reached almost to the tide line.

~..~..~..~..

Eret flew above the clouds, eyes scanning the ground whenever there was a break in the fluffy cover. He and Skullcrusher couldn't afford to fly below the cloud, where it was easier to see, for it also meant it was easier for someone to see_ them_, and Eret needed stealth on his side.

As there were only three dragons flying, they had split up to cover more ground to find Svalgard's ships and it had been a while since he had seen Snotlout or either of the twins. And while Eret usually loved the silence of being in the sky, right now he would have loved something, _anything_, to take him out of his own head. Even if it was Ruffnut's persistent flirting.

Eret shook his head. While he respected Ruffnut as a Dragon Rider and considered her a friend, he had to admit that he held no romantic interest in her. Thankfully, she'd lessened her advances as of late, seeming to prefer the competitive nature of Snotlout and Fishlegs, who openly admired her- Tuffnut actually had a pool going on who she'd end up choosing- but still, whenever Eret thought she'd finally given up, Ruffnut would say or do something that would show she was still interested.

Like the time she'd pinched his butt while he was mounting Skullcrusher at the Dragon Race last week. Eret cringed- _that_ had been uncomfortable although, he considered, it could have been part of her game strategy, he'd spent the entire race trying to avoid her, leading him to come fifth.

Eret noticed the cloud beginning to thin and wondered if he should risk continuing his search for the Svalgard ships in the open sky. True, it would mean he would be easier to spot by a lookout, but still, the cloud made it difficult for him to see as well.

As the edge of the cloudbank approached, Eret resolved to continue his search, and do his best to keep his large dragon out of firing range. They needed to find those ships…

The fluffy white clouds beneath the pair suddenly vanished, and Eret felt that familiar feeling of vertigo, which he was still getting used to, as he looked down to see the ocean glittering far below him in the early afternoon sunlight.

Casting his eyes around, he realised just how limited his vision in the clouds had been, as a small island was off to his right, and he hadn't even noticed it.

"How did I miss that?" He wondered aloud, urging Skullcrusher towards the island to circle it.

"Come on, mate," he told Skullcrusher as they headed towards the island cliffs, "we've got to check this out."

~..~..~..~..

On the beach, Svalgard's men were busy trying to assess the charred ships to see what needed repairing.

"Dragons!" The chief builder said derisively as he broke off a piece of the railing. "I thought we'd finished with them all! Look at this!" He gestured to charred wood of the damaged hull and deck. "Months of work destroyed in _minutes_!"

"Oh, don't worry Olaf," one of the others called up. "If I know King Svalgard, he'll have the whole North cleared of Dragons in a few months. Maybe less, if the Celtic lands were anything to go by."

"Dragon!" Someone shouted and eyes turned to see a large dragon appear around the edge of the cliffs.

King Svalgard, Brom, Sven and those of the council came running out of the tent, eager and ready for battle.

"Get the catapults!" Svalgard ordered.

~..~..~..~..

Eret had just crested the Western side of the cliffs when he spotted the Svalgard ships moored off the small beach.

"Oh, here they are," Eret felt his jaw clench as he regarded the emblem on the sail bitterly. Then Eret felt his heart sink as he spotted the large armada gathered in the ocean beyond the ships moored at the beach.

"Dragon!" He heard a faint shout from the shore.

"Uh-oh," Eret realised he'd been spotted, and was quick to bring Skullcrusher to a hover to try and keep him out of range.

'Idiot, Eret!' He berated himself, fearful for his dragon. 'Why did you leave the clouds?'

As the men on the beach prepared a catapult, Eret cast his eyes along the cliffs, which were more like stacks of rock, really. Not quite big enough for Skullcrusher to hide behind easily.

Looking back down at the beach, Eret noticed the men were loading the catapult with a boulder covered in some kind of black material.

As he watched, he noticed someone touch a torch flame to the material, and the boulder went up in flames faster than a Monstrous Nightmare.

"Oh-"

~..~..~..~..

"Shoot!"

The catapult launched the flaming boulder into the sky, arching over the low cliffs towards the dragon, and while it appeared it would fall short, the dragon could soon be seen falling out of sight behind the cliffs.

"Get to the cliffs!" Svalgard barked. "I want that dragon's head! And if it has a rider," he finished with a smile, "bring them to me."

~..~..~..~..

Eret watched as the flaming boulder came straight towards him.

"Wait for it, mate," he whispered, as the ball of fire came closer, and closer.

"Now!"

Eret urged Skullcrusher into a dive at the apex of the flaming ball's trajectory, and from faraway, it would have looked as if the boulder had struck the dragon's shoulder, though it actually fell short.

Eret dove down until he spotted a small ledge on the cliff face.

"Okay, Skullcrusher, leave me here," Eret ordered his dragon as he jumped onto the rock and held tightly. "Go hide back in the cloud cover, before they arrive." He grinned. "I'll call you when it's time to go."

Skullcrusher moved with a speed that belied his great bulk until he was out of sight in the clouds to the North of the Island.

Eret waited, hoping his idea would work. If the men on the beach had seen Sckullcrusher fall, and were half the warriors they made themselves out to be, they'd have immediately began racing towards this spot, hoping to find the 'injured' dragon, ready to finish it off.

And, as Eret was meant to be on a surveillance mission, he thought he'd try and use the time to learn more about the people he was dealing with.

For while he knew of Svalgard, he'd been too young to remember how he'd come into the power he'd gained. Eret just knew of the stories his father told after they had fled their home, forced out by Svalgard's men under threat of death.

Eret frowned. His father and his family had suffered a lot because of this tyrant, and Eret was determined to finally get some answers.

Catching a movement down below, Eret gripped the rock tightly, as he craned his neck to see the thin shoreline, trying not to think of the ocean waves that swirled and eddied directly below him.

"That was quick," he muttered to himself. For while the island was small, Eret would have thought it would have taken much longer than this to reach the cliffs from the other side of the island on foot.

But it wasn't a group of men running towards the cliffs, but a single woman. Her blond hair fell in a long braid down her back and she wore a long, pale purple tunic that fell to her knees, the long sleeves reaching a point over her middle finger. Her leggings were dark brown, almost black and her boots were made of brown leather. A wide knotted belt with a silver buckle showed off her small waist and as she ran, Eret noticed one of her shoulders was thickly bandaged, giving her a lopsided appearance.

Eret frowned in confusion until he remembered he'd seen the woman on the lead Svalgard ship earlier that day.

As the woman continued to run along the beach, heading towards the spot where Skullcrusher supposedly 'fell', Eret lost sight of her.

Gritting his teeth, he swallowed as he gingerly began to edge his way along the cliff face.

However, as he reached with one hand, his left foot slipped on the rock.

"Ahh!"

Eret desperately clung to the cliff face, the rock cutting into his fingers as he tried to regain his footing.

His arms were burning with the effort of holding himself up, yet his handhold was so thin, there was barely room for his fingertips.

Gasping for breath as he tried to pull himself up, Eret felt his heart stop as he lost his grip on the rock.

"Help!" Eret screamed as he plummeted to the ocean below, hoping Skullcrusher could hear him.

No help came from the sky however, and he landed amongst the cold waves.

~..~..~..~..

Svetta had been using a long piece of driftwood she'd found to practice her staff work when she'd seen a large dragon fall from the sky on the other side of the cliffs. On impulse, she began running along the beach, following the line of the cliffs along the shoreline towards where it had disappeared.

As she rounded the cliffs however, she thought that she should have been able to see such a large dragon at this distance, although, now she thought about it, she should have heard or felt the impact of such a large dragon crashing onto such a small island.

Slowing to a jog, Svetta scanned the area around her. Perhaps the dragon recovered and flew off? Or was it just further down the beach?

"Help!"

Whipping her head around to the sound of the cry, Svetta gasped as she saw someone fall from a nearby cliff face and into the water that was crashing onto the shore.

Changing direction, she grabbed a large, flat piece of driftwood from those that littered the shoreline and raced into the water, using the driftwood to help keep her afloat in the waves.

The water was freezing, but Svetta had grown up swimming in the cold waters off the Celtic coast, so while she gasped at the first chill, she mentally pushed past the cold, staying focused on the spot where she'd seen the person fall.

Feeling the flow of the current, Svetta slanted the driftwood to swim at an angle, rather than fight the current directly, thankful that the chilly water at least numbed the pain in her injured shoulder.

Seeing a flash of a hand, Svetta kicked harder, shaking the seawater out of her eyes until she found a man trying to fight the current, and failing.

"Hey," she shouted over the sound of the waves. "Grab onto this." She got off the driftwood, being sure to keep her numbing fingers gripped tightly into the grain as she manoeuvred the wood towards the man struggling to keep his head above water. Instantly, he grabbed the wood as a life line, and with something solid in his grasp, the man was able to calm down enough to tread water. Coughing up water and gasping for breath, the man blinked as he regarded her.

"Who're you?" He asked.

"When we're on shore, alright?" Svetta said impatiently, her heart hammering as she treaded water. Her hands were becoming more numb and her muscles were aching from trying to stay afloat in the waves. She was glad that this guy hadn't been knocked unconscious when he hit the water, as she doubted she'd be able to get him to shore on her own, even with the driftwood as a flotation device.

"This way," she instructed, guiding the driftwood and kicking sideways through the current, the man kicking with her.

Getting into the path of the waves, Svetta could feel the cold draining her muscles of strength, and the man beside her took up a lot of the space on the flat driftwood.

Feeling the waves picking them up, Svetta had an idea.

"Turn to face the beach," she instructed, and together, they turned their piece of wood until the waves were rising behind them.

"So what's the plan?" The man asked her.

"Ride the waves to shore," Svetta answered simply, turning her head as another wave began to rise.

"Kick as hard as you can!" She ordered.

Together, the two of them kicked hard, and they felt themselves rise on the crest of the wave and practically fly towards the shore.

"Whoa!"

They came in too quickly and in seconds, the two of them were dumped onto the beach, spitting sand and seawater.

Laughing, Svetta shakily got to her feet, wiping off sand and wringing her clothes and hair free of sea water.

"Oh, my gosh," she exulted, "I've _never_ done anything like that before- what a rush!"

~..~..~..~..

Eret quickly got to his feet, thankful that he seemed uninjured, and considered it was probably a good thing that Skullcrusher hadn't heard his shout, or else he'd be caught out. His eyes travelled to the woman standing a short distance away and briefly considered running, for he could not afford to let this woman, clearly one of Svalgard's team, find out who he was.

However, that idea went out the window, for she turned around and approached him with concern.

"Are you alright?" She asked. "You're lucky you didn't hit your head on anything."

"I'm fine," Eret answered, suppressing a cough. "I'm used to the cold water."

"Sailor are you?" She asked, assessing him. Spotting the blue tattoos on his face, her eyes widened.

"You're a Celt," she gasped coming closer. "You're tattoos are similar to my uncle's. Are you one of his men? Those who joined my father during the battle of Dragon Glen?" She frowned. "What were you doing on the cliffs anyway?"

"Why did you save me?" Eret asked, avoiding the questions. "You don't know me."

"What did you expect me to do: let you drown when I knew I could've done something to help?" She asked incredulously. "You're a _life_."

Eret blinked before clearing his throat.

"Where are my manners?" He asked, trying to stop her from asking questions again. "Who do I have to thank for pulling me to shore?"

The woman considered him warily, but still remembered her own manners.

"I am Svetta, daughter of King Svalgard," she answered, nodding as regally as she could while still dripping seawater. "And you are?"

Eret felt his jaw drop. Svalgard's daughter...

"Svetta?" He echoed. What were the odds?

Svetta raised an eyebrow.

"You're name's Svetta too?" She asked wryly.

"No!" Eret said quickly, though there was no way he could let her know his name now.

"Thank you, Princess, for pulling me from the water," Eret continued. Thinking quickly, he remembered she had assumed he was a sailor. "My_ ship_ was capsized, and I washed ashore here. Trying to get my bearings, I tried to climb the cliffs," he gestured to the tall rock face nearby. "Didn't turn out how I planned," he finished.

Svetta stepped closer, studying the man's face carefully.

"I _do_ know you, don't I?" She asked. "My memory isn't the best, but I'm pretty good with faces and I _know_ I've seen you before."

Eret gulped, and considered calling Skullcrusher. He'd lost his chance to observe from a distance and he'd rather get out of here now when the only person to see him is one woman, albeit a royal, as opposed to a group of men clamouring to kill a dragon.

Svetta's eyes widened as she connected the dots in her mind.

"You're one of the dragon riders we saw this morning," she whispered, her expression hardening. "Your dragon was the one I saw fall."

"What dragon?" Eret gestured his arms wide, as he backed up a step. "Do you see a dragon anywhere?"

"What were you doing?" Svetta pressed, crouching down to claim a long, slender piece of driftwood. "Trying to lure my father's men over here with dragon bait and ambush them?"

"If you're planning on attacking a man you've just saved from drowning," Eret pointed to the driftwood Svetta was holding like a staff. "Why should I tell you anything?"

With a swift movement, despite her bad shoulder, Svetta swept Eret's legs out from under him.

"Whoa!" Eret exclaimed as his knees buckled and he landed on the damp sand. He made to get up, but the staff pressing into his throat prevented him from doing so.

"You are a Celt," Svetta stated.

"So are you, Princess," Eret shot back. "_Half_ Celt, at least."

"Exactly," Svetta smiled. "My mother was Queen Linden. _Your Queen_." She lessened the pressure of her makeshift shaft slightly. "So in my family's name, I will ask you one more time: Who are you? And where is your Dragon?"

Eret slowly got to his feet, Svetta holding his gaze the whole time. In the distance, he could see Svalgard's men rounding the cliffs and knew he either needed to get out of there, or risk being taken captive or worse.

"You want to know where my dragon is?" He asked. Removing a horn from his belt, Eret blew hard, the sound reverberating off the cliffs.

Hearing the sound from above the clouds, Skullcrusher dove, heading to where he heard his rider's call.

Svetta couldn't help shifting her gaze from the man before her to the great dragon that suddenly dropped below the cloud line.

"Great Goddess," she whispered.

Taking advantage of Svetta's distraction, Eret quickly disarmed her, throwing her to the ground.

"Wow, you _are_ a Celt," he grinned as he took off down the beach, where Skullcrusher picked him up and carried him high into the air.

"No!" Svetta cried, scrambling to her feet and giving chase.

However she was nowhere near fast enough to catch up with a flying dragon, and she soon was forced to stop and simply watch as the dragon and his rider disappeared into the cloud cover.

Still recovering from her icy plunge and the struggle to shore, and her shoulder wound bleeding once again thanks to her exertions, Svetta fell to her knees on the damp sand, panting hard and shaking.

'She'd messed up again...'

"Svetta!"

Turning, Svetta gulped as her father approached her, sword in hand, his eyes following the path the dragon rider had taken.

"What happened?" He demanded.

Svetta sighed.

"The Dragon didn't fall father," she reported dully as Sven stepped forward to help her to her feet. "It was set up. The dragon and his rider got away."

Svalgard pointed his sword at his daughter.

"You had a Dragon Rider right in front of you," he spoke slowly, "and you let him _escape_?"

Svetta gulped.

_Here we go..._

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup and Toothless climbed up from the ocean, Toothless tossing Flighty one of the fish he'd caught. The female Night Fury snatched up the fish licking her lips happily.

Hiccup had loved seeing how happy Toothless was, flying alongside Flighty, and was glad to help his dragon show off his best tricks. But he had to admit, he'd felt too much like a chaperone, and knew if he were Toothless, he'd want to have some time alone with the new girl. But, as Flighty was still too nervous to land in the village, he felt that someplace like these mountains would be a better place.

They'd been flying for some time, and Hiccup had learnt the previous night that Flighty needed more rest time than Toothless, so guided his dragon to an unpopulated part of the mountains on Berk, where the snow was deep. He and Astrid used to have dragon sled races here when they were younger, and it was one of their favourite spots on the island.

"Okay you two," Hiccup said as he dismounted. "Have fun here for a bit. Don't worry Flighty," he told the female Night Fury, who had landed, but was looking around nervously. "No people here. It's just us. If you need me," Hiccup pointed to a small group of rocks where they used to camp, "I'll be over here."

~..~..~..~..

Toothless watched Hiccup move away, wondering what his friend was doing, however as Hiccup shot a wink at him over his shoulder, Toothless got the impression that Hiccup felt he was doing him a favour, leaving him alone with Flighty.

He froze, as he just realised what Hiccup's favour was.

_He was alone with Flighty_

He looked over at the female Night Fury in question, who was studying the snow covered branch of a nearby pine tree. Rising up on her hind legs, Flighty patted at the branch, causing snow to tumble down on her head. Shaking her head to clear it of snow, Flighty then began to bat at the snowflakes now floating around her.

Watching this normally skittish dragon acting so playfully made Toothless laugh, though unfortunately, Flighty heard him and shot him a sharp look.

Averting his gaze quickly, Toothless pretended to have been looking out over the mountains, trying to make himself look as proud and regal as possible, as is befitting an Alpha dragon.

Flighty shook her head, calling his act, and swished her tail forward, showering Toothless with powdery snow.

Starting with surprise, Toothless shook himself free of snow before turning face his assailant.

Laughter emanated from Flighty's throat and Toothless' eyes widened, for it was the first time he'd heard her laugh.

Flighty crouched low over her front legs playfully before swishing more snow towards Toothless with her tail and bounding away up the mountain.

Oh, she wanted to play, did she? Well, Toothless was up for the challenge. He couldn't let her get away with swishing snow at the Alpha, after all.

Diving under the snow, Toothless tunnelled through the white powder, following the path he'd seen Flighty take.

Hiding behind another tree, Flighty looked back down the mountain, searching for Toothless, but he was nowhere to be found.

Creeping cautiously out from behind the tree, Flighty cast her gaze around the area. Where did he go?

Suddenly, snow seemed to explode from the ground nearby, and Flighty jumped out into the clearing as Toothless surprised her, leaping up from where he'd been hiding under the snow.

Toothless laughed at the shocked look on Flighty's face. He'd been right beside her and _she hadn't noticed_ and was doubly grateful for the extra stealth training Astrid and Hiccup had the Academy go through over the past month. Though he did like the fact that Flighty had been looking for him...

Recovered, Flighty began pawing at the snow beneath her feet as if readying for a charge and Toothless crouched.

_Ready when you are. _He thought, another laugh building in his throat. This was going to be fun.

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup tried to smother his laughter as he peeked around the rocks and trees of his old campsite to watch the two dragons play, chasing each other through the snow. Flighty would charge and Toothless would leap over her head, flicking a tree branch as he did so, showering her with snow, before Flighty would hide until Toothless went looking for her, and Flighty would shoot a pile of snow at the back of his head with a well timed swish of her tail.

Hiccup knew he probably shouldn't be watching, he had wanted to give them privacy, after all. But Hiccup had believed that Toothless was alone and to see his friend so happy with another Night Fury reminded him of how important it was to have people you cared about.

He had Astrid.

Hiccup just wanted Toothless to have someone too.

Eventually, Flighty slowed down and collapsed in the snow. She had eaten better than she ever had back on her old island, thanks to Toothless, but a lifetime of eating frugally meant that her muscles needed more time to adjust than her stomach.

Toothless approached carefully and regurgitated half a fish he'd saved from earlier, which Flighty ate gratefully, bumping her head against his to say thank you.

Seeing the sun beginning to travel from early afternoon to mid afternoon, Hiccup felt it was time to head back and reluctantly approached the two dragons.

"Sorry to interrupt, you two," Hiccup gained the dragons' attention and Flighty jumped slightly, relaxing once more when she recognised Hiccup. "But I think we've both avoided our responsibilities in the village long enough, Bud," Hiccup told Toothless. "You've got to check up on your people, and I've got to check up on mine."

Sighing slightly, Toothless got to his feet and allowed Hiccup to climb on his back.

"First stop: The Academy," Hiccup told his friend. "Let's see what the others found out about Svalgard."

~..~..~..~..
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	6. Proposals and preparations

Author's note: Hi everybody! I loved writing this chapter and I really hope you like it.

~..~..~..~..

"Okay, everybody, great class today!" Fishlegs called after the teens as his class left for the day. "See you all tomorrow!"

"Whew," Fishlegs leaned against a crate, wiping his brow. "I don't know how Hiccup does it." He reached out a hand to touch Meatlug's nose, the Gronkle looking as tired as he was. "Do you, girl?"

Fishlegs had been looking forward to teaching his first class at the Academy, but it had been nothing like he'd imagined.

For the past eight years, practically everyone on Berk had their own dragon, but unless you were part of the Academy, your dragon was more of a pet than a partner. So, Fishlegs had decided to start off by seeing how much his groups of students knew about caring for dragons and about their own dragon's breed before taking them through anything serious.

There had been five students in his first class, all in their teens.

There had been Snoutlout's cousin, Gustav, with his Monstrous Nightmare: FangedHook

Frieda, with her Grapple-Grounder: Freya

A hulking boy named Dustin, and his Snafflefang: Deathwish

Alva and her Scauldron: Waverider

And Astrid's cousin Balder, and his Deadly Nadder: Bragi

And _none_ of them had been very interested in what Fishlegs had to say.

Gustav started it off by announcing to the other teens that, as he had been 'training' with his dragon longer than anyone of their group, he should be the leader on their first mission.

Fishlegs had tried to regain control by asking each Rider-in-training to demonstrate how they bond with their dragons, as, he had explained, the bond between human and Dragon is the most important part of being a dragon rider.

Balder and Alva had both done well, showing how they fed their dragons, Balder even feeding Bragi chicken, saying Astrid had told him Nadders loved it more than fish.

Frieda had showed how she bonded with her quick-moving Grapple Grounder by playing catch using Freya's favourite toy (a metal hoop). However, when Freya tried to catch her toy, she accidently knocked over a barrel full of live fish caught that morning, and two eels turned out to be among the catch, slithering along the academy floor.

The dragons had gone _nuts._

FangedHook burst into flame, trying to shoot fire at the eels slithering wetly across the ground forcing everyone to scatter for fear of getting burnt. Deathwish had tried to use his bludgeon-like spiked tail to hit the eels, missing and striking Waverider in the head, who shot boiling water in retaliation, missing Deathwish but hitting Fangedhook, putting out the Monstrous Nightmare's fire.

"Okay!" Fishlegs used the upside down barrel to trap the two eels as the dragons began snapping up all the scattered fish, now steaming after the combination of fire and boiling water. "I think it's time we move on to basic command training."

However that didn't work out much better than the bonding.

Balder and Gustav both thought that, as their cousins were already in the Academy, and as a result, they'd been getting training lessons on the side as they'd grown up, they didn't _have_ to go through basic training.

Fishlegs started by trying getting them into groups to practice to teach their dragons to drop items and fetch on command. Frieda's dragon was good at 'fetch' but often refused to drop the item she'd retrieved.

Dustin just wanted to start battle training, and while Fishlegs' back was turned, showing Frieda how to encourage Freya to let go by scratching her under the chin, along with the command 'drop', Dustin set up a couple of targets, ordering Deathwish to fire and nearly setting fire to the whole arena when his dragon's brightly coloured fire went wild.

"Dustin! You were supposed to be practising basic commands with Gustav and Balder!" Fishlegs reprimanded, panicking slightly as he dodged the flames.

"But that was _boring_," Dustin stated matter-of-factly.

Fishlegs and Meatlug were quick to grab buckets of water but Alva simply ordered Waverider to squirt, and everyone had to scatter as, once again, the arena became covered in boiling water.

Fishlegs frowned at Alva.

"What?" Alva questioned, shrugging her shoulders. "I put out the fire."

"With boiling water that could have _burned all of us_ if we hadn't got out of the way?" Fishlegs told her.

"Oh right," she smiled sheepishly as she tucked a strand of her dark hair behind her ear. "Sorry."

"Why are we wasting time with 'drop' and 'fetch'?" Gustav asked, folding his arms across his chest. "From what I've heard, there's going to be an attack on Berk soon. We need to learn how to _fight_ with our dragons."

"And you _will_," Fishlegs told him, "when you're_ ready_. And I can clearly see," he gestured to the destruction around the arena. "You're not there yet."

"But-"

"_No buts_, Frieda," Fishlegs told the girl, who tugged sullenly at the end of one of her two strawberry blonde braids. "You have to be able to trust your dragons in battle, and they have to be able to trust _you_. Why are we focusing on 'drop' and fetch'?" Fishlegs repeated Gustav's question to the group. "Because they are both very _useful _commands, not just in daily life but in battle also. If you lose your axe or your sword in battle, your dragon can fetch it for you. If you fall off your dragon in battle, your dragon can catch you. If your dragons are carrying nets, rocks or cargo, they can drop it at the proper time. _You_ might just think that basic training is pointless," Fishlegs told his group firmly. "But it's called basic training for a reason: It the _foundation_ on which all of your other training is built on. And like a house, if there's no strong foundation, _everything else will collapse_."

After that, the students had listened better overall, but by the time they left, congratulating each other and giving high-fives, Fishlegs was exhausted.

"Fishlegs!"

He looked around to see Valka swooping in on Cloudjumper.

"I saw the kids leaving: How did your first class go?" She asked eagerly, before looking around at the sopping, charred walls of the arena. "What happened here?"

"Oh, it was a nightmare. A _Monstrous Nightmare_," Fishlegs answered wearily, collapsing onto the floor next to Meatlug. "And a Snafflefang. _And _a Scauldron... and a-"

"Hard day?" Valka finished sympathetically.

"Yeah," Fishlegs answered. "I don't know how you and Hiccup do it."

Valka laughed as she helped Fishlegs to his feet.

"Teaching is a very difficult but rewarding job," she told him. "But children have their own minds as well. "

"You're telling me," Fishlegs muttered. "None of them were very interested in the lesson, they just wanted to fly and blow stuff up."

"So I see," Valka cast another glance around the arena. "So why not _use_ that in your next lesson?" She suggested.

"But they're _not ready_ for flying yet," Fishlegs objected. "Look at the arena!"

"To train a dragon, you need to _understand_ it," Valka reminded Fishlegs. "And a dragon is at their most natural state when flying. If your students can see how well, _or how badly_, they perform with their dragons while flying, perhaps they'll understand the importance of basic training more. And perhaps," she added, "they'll get a greater understanding and appreciation for their dragons as _partners_, rather than pets."

"Okay," Fishlegs nodded slowly, considering. "It's worth a try. Thanks Valka. So," he changed the subject, "how was _your_ day?"

"Oh, I would've preferred to be teaching with you," Valka commented. "I've lived with dragons for twenty years, but that didn't prepare me for running a village. The fishing boats are well on their way to be mended, but settling trading disputes and dealing with _people_..." Valka shook her head wryly. "I do _not_ envy Hiccup his duty as Chief."

"Looks like I'm not the only one who had a hard day," Fishlegs smiled.

"I'll tell you about a hard day!" Valka and Fishlegs looked up to see Snotlout and the Twins swoop through the arena doors.

"We've been flying for _hours_, and still haven't found Svalgard's ships!" Snotlout dismounted stiffly. "I thought I was going to fly off the edge of the world!"

"You think you had it bad," Tuffnut told Snotlout. "I had to spend the whole time listening to Ruffnut rambling about her _guy_ problems."

"Hey!" Ruffnut punched her brother on his arm as hard as possible, sending him falling off Belch's head.

"What problems, babe?" Snotlout asked, stepping towards her. "I thought we were doing alright."

"If you want to talk, darling," Fishlegs interjected. "I'm _right here_ for you."

Ruffnut groaned dramatically, clutching her head in frustration.

"Well, the odds are changing in the pool," Tuffnut reported as he stood up. "I've now got the ratio between Snotlout and Fishlegs at...um..."

"Do you even know what ratios _are_?" Ruffnutt interrupted.

"_No_," Tuffnut answered, "but it's used in betting and sounds cool."

"Hey guys!"

Hiccup, Flighty and Toothless came gliding through the doors of the academy to land on the floor.

"Hiccup!" Valka greeted her son fondly. "How's Astrid?"

"Still unconscious, last I checked," he answered grimly. "I'm going to check in on her again, but I first had to catch up with all of you." He turned to his mother. "The fishing boats?"

"On their way to being mended, Chief," Valka reported with a smile. "I've organised for some of our tidal dragons to help with the catch to compensate for the loss of three ships."

"Nice work, mom," Hiccup smiled. "Fishlegs? How were our new recruits on their first day of training?"

"Well," Fishlegs began, scratching the back of his neck nervously. "They've got a lot of enthusiasm," he gestured to the wreckage around the arena. "But, not much focus."

"Sounds familiar," Hiccup commented wryly, shooting a glance at the twins and Snotlout.

"What?" They asked in unison.

"What about you guys?" Hiccup asked. "Find anything?"

"Only lots and lots of ocean," Snotlout grumbled.

"I found out that girls think waaay too much about stuff, "Tuffnut supplied, only to be thumped by his sister again.

"What about Eret?" Hiccup glanced around, not seeing him. "Is he back yet."

"Not yet," Fishlegs reported.

"Oh, no," Ruffnut quickly mounted barf once more. "Come on, Barf!"

"Whoa, wait!" Tuffnut pulled on Belch's neck. "Where do you think you're going with my dragon, sis?"

"Well, we have to go find Eret," Ruff stated plainly. "So let's _go_."

"_No one_ needs to go _anywhere_ to get _Eret_," Snotlout stated as if he had a bad taste in his mouth.

"For a change, I agree with Snotlout," Hiccup said calmly.

"Really?"

"Really," Hiccup stated, pointing upward, "'cause he's just coming in."

Eret swooped in, his Rumblehorn's bulk barely making it through the doorway.

"Afternoon all," Eret greeted as he dismounted.

"Eret!" Ruffnut made to run towards him, but was tripped up by Tuffnut. Furious, she tackled her twin brother instead.

Ignoring the twins' usual antics, Hiccup approached the former trapper, seeing the singes , sand and sea water on his clothes that hadn't yet dried from the flight.

"I'm guessing you found something?" He asked.

"Oh, yeah," Eret nodded. "The Svalgards have moored their ships on a small island south east of here for repairs."

"That shouldn't be too difficult," Snotlout was ready for action. "We just fly by and blast the rest of their ships to pieces before they can regroup."

"Oh, wait," Eret cautioned, "there's more."

"More blasting?" Tuffnut asked with interest from under his sister's boot.

"More _ships_," Eret emphasised. "It wasn't just those five ships we saw this morning. And it wasn't just prince Sven. King Svalgard _himself_ is there, as well as the Princess, and they have a whole _Armada _behind them."

"That... would require a lot of blasting," Ruffnut commented thoughtfully.

"I think we'll have to try a different strategy," Hiccup told her. "If they've come with an Armada, they must mean business. But if these are _royals_ we're dealing with," he continued pensively, "maybe we can have a council?"

"And _then_ we blast them?" Tuffnut asked, as he got to his feet.

Hiccup sighed, deciding not to answer Tuff's query.

"I'm the Chief," Hiccup reminded them all. "And as Chief, it's my duty to do anything I can to keep my people safe. If these are royals coming into our lands, it's tradition that the leaders meet for discussion." He took a breath. "We should at least _try_ to find a diplomatic resolution to this."

"Hiccup," Eret stressed. "I know you're a peacekeeper, but trust me: there's _no_ diplomatic solution to Svalgard. I saw him take over my homeland as a kid: everything that stood in his way..." Eret shook his head. "This guy is _ruthless_."

"I have to try," Hiccup countered. "Even a _ruthless_ king is still bound by the customs and obligations of his station. He'll _have_ to meet with me."

"We'll come with you," Valka smiled, stepping forward, "as your envoy."

"Cool!" Ruff cheered. "What's an envoy?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, considering taking only his mother, Fishlegs and Eret with him.

"Rest your dragons, guys," Hiccup told everyone. "And make sure you look your best for tomorrow, for we need to make a good impression on this King Svalgard."

He turned to Eret

"I want to know more about what you saw on that island," he told him. "Meet me in the Great Hall as soon as you can. Right now," he mounted Toothless once more, "I have to check on Astrid."

~..~..~..~..

Toothless touched down outside Gothi's hut as the late afternoon light cast deep shadows across the village. After making sure all the dragons were fed, they left Flighty at the academy, who seemed to be slowly getting used to the other human riders, as they flew over the village to the Elder's hut on the furthest cliff overlooking the harbour.

Hiccup dismounted as Cloudjumper landed beside him helping Valka to the ground. Valka was concerned for Astrid as well as wanting to support her son. He had asked to stop by Astrid's home to speak with her family. Hiccup hadn't told Valka his plan, but she could read it in his eyes and was happy to stand by him as he spoke to Astrid's family, laughing slightly when they hugged him.

Now, seeing how nervous her son was as he hurried to Gothi's door, Valka had to shake her head.

"Don't worry, Toothless," Valka calmed the Night Fury down, for he'd picked up on his friend's anxiety. "Hiccup will do us proud tonight." She looked up at the sky. "Won't he, Stoick?" she finished in a whisper.

"Gothi?" Hiccup hurried into the hut, where he saw the Elder stoking a fire, where a cauldron of soup was bubbling. "How is she?"

The Elder smiled and gestured over to where Astrid still lay on the bed, fast asleep.

"Astrid?" Hiccup moved forward to resume his seat beside her, taking up her hand. Studying her face, Hiccup noticed she looked much more relaxed than when he'd last seen her. No fever burned her brow, meaning there was no infection and her breathing was steady, if a little laboured.

Hiccup smiled. Astrid was going to be okay.

"_Thank you_ Gothi," Hiccup turned to view the Elder gratefully and the old woman nodded fondly, proud that her care had paid off.

Hearing a faint moan, Hiccup turned back as Astrid finally stirred in her sleep.

"Astrid?" Hiccup placed both his hands over hers as he watched over her.

Slowly, Astrid opened her eyes. It looked like it took a great deal of effort.

"Hey," she greeted Hiccup faintly, her voice hoarse.

"Oh, Astrid," Hiccup breathed in relief, reaching for the water pitcher. "You're awake, thank Thor."

"How long was I out?" She asked faintly as Hiccup brought a cup to her lips.

"All day," he told her. "Don't _ever_ scare me like that again."

She smiled faintly.

"I'll do my best," she told him.

"Astrid dear," Valka came forward, unable to help herself. "I'm so glad to see you're awake."

"Where am I?" She asked, trying to sit up only to gasp in pain and collapse back onto the bed.

"Easy, Astrid," Hiccup tried to prevent his stubborn girlfriend from doing more damage to herself. "You're at Gothi's."

Astrid's weary eyes searched the hut until she spotted the Elder approaching her with a steaming bowl.

"_Thank you_, Gothi," Astrid said gratefully and the old woman smiled at her before passing the bowl to Hiccup, along with a spoon, gesturing to Astrid.

Hiccup glanced at his mother and she took her cue.

"Gothi," Valka gained the Elder's attention. "Could show me your herb garden? There are many herbs on this island that could help dragons as well, and I'd love to know how you cultivate such a steady supply."

As his mother led the Elder out into the late afternoon, Hiccup loaded a spoon with warm fish soup.

"Alright young lady," he told Astrid, "you need to eat something."

"I can feed myself," Astrid protested, trying to claim the spoon but failing.

"Oh really?' Hiccup asked her, placing the bowl to one side so that he could help her sit up more comfortably in the bed.

"Astrid," Hiccup cautioned firmly as the stubborn woman tried to reach for the spoon again. "You are _wounded_. You need to _heal_. And you _will _let me take care of you before you do yourself more damage."

Astrid stared at him.

"I promise to tell everyone that you sat up and ate on your own," Hiccup added.

"Alright," Astrid agreed weakly and Hiccup was quick to pick up the soup bowl again before she could change her mind.

As Hiccup fed Astrid her soup, he felt his own throat tighten with nerves. Unable to speak, he continued to feed Astrid in silence until she had finished the entire bowl.

"So what did I miss? "Astrid asked as Hiccup placed the bowl to one side.

"King Svalgard is a Dragon killer and has a whole armada harboured south east of here," Hiccup explained slowly. "I'm going to arrange a meeting with him, and as he is a royal, he'll be obligated to agree."

"A diplomatic mission?" Astrid asked, her eyes still a little foggy. "Do you really think that will work?"

"I'm the Chief," Hiccup sighed. "I have to at least _try _diplomacy first. Svalgard is a Dragon killer, like this whole village used to be for _three hundred_ years. If I can change the perspective of an entirevillage, then _surely_ I can change the perspective of one man."

Astrid couldn't help smiling. This was so Hiccup.

"I'll go with you," she told him, trying to sit up further, grimacing.

"Oh, no you don't," Hiccup gently but firmly pushed her back onto the pillows. "You need to recover."

"It'll take more than one measly arrow to keep me down," Astrid told him, panting slightly with effort.

"I know," Hiccup smiled, though his eyes were serious. "But I'd prefer you wait until you're fully healed before you try and rush off to battle again."

"Is that an order, Chief?" Astrid's lips quirked up in a smile.

"That's a request from the man who _loves you_," Hiccup told her and he swallowed as a lump formed in his throat once more.

"Watching you fall, Astrid," Hiccup began earnestly. "It scared me to death. I...I prayed to the Gods to save you, 'cause...I just couldn't accept the idea of losing you."

"Hey," Astride raised a hand to cup Hiccup's cheek and he automatically turned into her touch. "You haven't lost me. I'm right here." She smiled. "You can't get rid of me that easily."

"I don't _want_ to get rid of you," Hiccup said quickly and Astrid's eyes widened at the intensity in his voice. "Have I not made myself clear? I want you to _stay_ with me. I want..."

Breaking off, Hiccup clutched his head, raking his fingers through his hair.

"Oh, jeez," Hiccup shook his head wryly. "I'm sorry." Seeing the confused look in Astrid's eyes, he elaborated.

"I've been going over and over and _over_ what I wanted to say, in my head, and... nothing's really coming out as well as I'd hoped." He laughed nervously. "I've battle the _Red Death_ and faced an _entire_ _army_ of Drago's mind-controlled Dragons, and yet I'm struggling to tell the woman I love how much I love her."

Glancing at Astrid's face, he watched her expression soften.

"Hiccup," she whispered.

Moving to sit facing her on the bed, Hiccup gathered every bit of his courage he could.

"I'm sorry, Astrid," he began, taking hold of her hand once again. "I had a whole speech planned, yet when it comes down to it, I can only remember the last part. I hope it'll be enough?"

Unable to speak, Astrid slowly nodded.

Hiccup took a deep breath.

"I love you, Astrid," Hiccup began. "I can handle the Red Death and I can handle an army of dragons and I can even handle the threat of an armada attack... But only if I have _you_ with me." Hiccup swallowed as his nerves threatened to overwhelm him, but he pushed through in determination.

"Will you marry me, Astrid Hofferson?" There, he'd finally said it.

Astrid appeared speechless and Hiccup was forced to wait, hoping she would give an answer soon, for the suspense was killing him.

Suddenly, Astrid came to life and she punched him in the arm.

"Ow!" He exclaimed. That had _not _been the reaction he'd been hoping for.

"It's _about time_ you asked me!" Astrid reprimanded him, tears filling her eyes.

"Do I take your punch as your answer?" Hiccup asked warily.

"Of course not," Astrid wiped her eyes, laughing. "_This_ is."

Grabbing the front of his vest, she pulled him in for a kiss.

"Yes," she breathed as their lips parted.

~..~..~..~..

"She said '_YES_'!"

Valka laughed as she heard her son's triumphant cry and led Gothi back up the path to the front of the house. The old woman hadn't been fooled by Valka's request to see her garden, but obliged her nonetheless and the pair came around the front to see Hiccup hugging Toothless ecstatically.

"She said 'yes', Buddy," Hiccup's joy was rubbing off on Toothless and the dragon began to prance around, caught up in his friend's excitement. "Isn't that amazing? How _lucky_ am I right now?"

"Pretty lucky, I'd say," Valka said delightedly, gaining her son's attention.

"Mom!" Hiccup caught sight of her and rushed to embrace her. "Astrid said-"

"_Yes_," Valka chuckled as her son lifted her up happily. "I heard. Oh, Hiccup," she held him tightly. "I'm _so happy_ for you, son."

"She said 'yes'," Hiccup repeated, raking his fingers through his hair. "Oh, Gods, I feel like I'm flying right now. Wahoo!" He cheered.

Catching Gothi's raised eyebrow, Hiccup was quick to compose himself.

"Uh, sorry Gothi," he apologised, ducking his head. Whooping and cheering was really only appropriate behaviour for a chief if they were heading into battle. "I'm just happy. And I have asked Astrid's family and they approve," he assured the Elder that he'd acted appropriately. "And, I hope you do too."

Gesturing the young chief to come forward, Gothi placed her fingertips on his forehead, giving him her blessing.

"_Thank you_," he told her in relief. For he'd heard of marriages being challenged by either the family or the Elder, and didn't want to cause any grief.

"Congratulations, son," Valka embraced her boy once more. "Your father would be so proud."

"Yeah," Hiccup nodded. "Actually, I think I should probably go tell him before the others know."

Smiling in understanding, Valka nodded.

"I'll see you back at the house." She said.

"No," Hiccup corrected. "The Great Hall. I want you to be there when Eret gives his report."

"Alright, son," Valka nodded and Hiccup quickly mounted his Night Fury and together they launched themselves off the cliff.

"Let's go see dad, Toothless," Hiccup told his dragon and the Night Fury obligingly turned and glided through the fading light towards the great stone statue that had been carved in honour of the great chieftain, Stoick the Vast.

Ever since the statue had been carved into the cliff side, this had become Hiccup's favourite place to come whenever he wanted to talk to his father. In his first few months as Chief, Hiccup would come here every day at sunset as part of his evening patrol, to talk to his dad. True, Hiccup knew that he was actually talking to a statue, but he hoped that, just as his father had always watched over his village, Stoick the Vast was watching over them all still, from the halls of Valhalla. And who knows, Hiccup considered, maybe here, where his statue continued to watch over the village, his father could hear him...

"Hey dad," Hiccup greeted as Toothless alighted on Stoick's head and helped his rider climb down to the stone shoulder, where he sat down, looking over the village with his father. "Boy, has it been an eventful day. First, mom and I found a new island and found a new Night Fury, a female who Toothless is winning over, I believe." He added with a grin. "Then this morning, Astrid got _wounded _while we were defending our fishing ships from being attacked. I was so scared for her I thought my heart was going to stop."

Hiccup sighed.

"Thankfully, she's going to be alright," Hiccup assured his father. "But it made me realise that...she's too important to me to risk losing."

He looked over to see his father's stone eyes, wishing they were real.

"I proposed to her today," Hiccup told him slowly, a smile tugging at his lips again. "And she actually said _yes_."

Hiccup's smile grew just imagining his father's reaction.

"_Congratulations son,"_ Hiccup stood up, copying his father's voice. _"I knew this day would come. Astrid is a fine match for you and I couldn't be prouder."_

"Thanks dad," Hiccup continued in his own voice. "I just can't believe how lucky I am that she said yes."

"_Well of course she said 'yes' son,"_ Hiccup knew his father had wanted them married for a long time. _"You're the pride of Berk, the chief to boot and she loves you: how could she say 'no'? I look forward to the wedding and naming the grandkids!"_

Hiccup froze as that last sentence came out of his mouth, unexpectedly.

"Whoa," he whispered.

~..~..~..~..

Eret entered the Great Hall and was welcomed by the smell of wood smoke from the central fire, mixing in with the smell of lamb roasting on the spit.

Casting his eyes around the room, he noticed that Hiccup hadn't yet arrived, so he made his way through the various people in the hall, grabbed a tankard and got himself a drink from the many barrels stacked on the nearby table before getting himself a plate and getting off a chunk of the roasted lamb and taking a seat where he could watch the doors.

Chewing the lamb, Eret tried to organise his thoughts before making his report to the young Chief. Where Svalgards ships were and their numbers and weapons, or what he could see, Eret was comfortable reporting.

However, he wasn't sure whether his encounter with Svalgard's daughter. The princess had seen his face, his dragon and could recognise him again, but he hadn't given his name.

Although, he considered, she _could_ still remember him. Like her, he'd only been a young child at the time, about five or six, around the Battle of Dragon Glen. Her mother, Queen Linden, had ruled over the Celtic lands and his family had been in her service...

"Hello Eret."

Starting slightly, Eret looked up as Valka sat down at his table with her own plate.

"Sorry to interrupt your thoughts," she apologised.

"No, it's fine," he answered. "Where's the chief?"

"Hiccup will be along shortly," she told him, smiling. "And I'm happy to report that Astrid has woken up and should make a full recovery."

"That's great," he smiled. He held a great amount of respect for the woman who had showed him how amazing dragons really were, even if it did start out with him being kidnapped.

By the time Hiccup arrived in the hall and made his way over to their table, Eret was on his second serving of lamb and Valka had just finished her first.

"Sorry I'm late," Hiccup said as he took out the map he always carried with him, folding it out on the table.

"It's good to hear Astrid's alright," Eret was quick to offer his support to the chief.

"Thanks," Hiccup smiled and Eret had the impression there was more to his happiness than just Astrid's recovery, for the man was practically glowing.

"Shall we tell everyone tonight?" Valka asked eagerly.

Hiccup shook his head.

"Tomorrow," he instructed, accepting a plate someone passed him.

"Tell us what?" Eret pressed and Hiccup was clearly fighting a smile.

"_Tomorrow_," he repeated firmly. "Now," continued as he studied the map before him "Where was this island where you found Svalgard's armada, Eret?"

Studying the map for a few moments, getting his bearings, Eret pointed.

"That's only a couple of hours flight from here," Valka murmured.

"But several hours by ship," Hiccup reminded them. "What did you find, Eret?"

Eret took a breath.

"They have their ships moored for repairs on the Eastern side of the island," he pointed to the small cove where he'd seen the damaged ships docked. "The King's tent is on the beach, and the rest of the armada is anchored in the surrounding waters."

"How did you approach?" Hiccup pressed. "What did you see?"

" Skullcrusher and I approached it from the North-Western side," Eret drew his finger along the parchment to show his trajectory. "I was just doing a scout of the island and only saw the ships when we crested the cliffs."

"Did they see you?" Hiccup asked in concern.

"Uh, yeah," Eret felt he should admit it. "They shot at us with some kind of flaming catapult, but we were able to dodge it."

"Tell me about the catapult," Hiccup asked him a frown creasing his brow.

"Basic catapult," Eret informed, "but they loaded it with what looked like a boulder covered in this black material which they lit on fire. It went up in flames so fast," he told Hiccup, "it couldn't have been regular material. It had to have been soaked in something."

Hiccup nodded, not liking the sound of these new catapults.

"You said that Svalgard took over your homeland, Eret?" He asked slowly, raising his eyes to see the former trapper becoming rather nervous.

"Yes," Eret answered slowly. "but I was only a kid at the time," he added. "Not even seven. I barely remember anything useful, except the stories my dad told me."

"What stories?" Hiccup asked him.

Eret clenched his jaw, reluctant to answer.

"Eret," Hiccup waited until the older man met his gaze. "We need to know everything we can about this guy before we meet him tomorrow. We have to know what to expect. Otherwise," he continued seriously, "Svalgard will take over Berk just like your homeland."

"We have our dragons to help protect us," Valka reminded them.

"That won't make a difference," Eret told them quietly. "There were many dragons living amongst the Celtic Isles. And after Svalgard married Queen Linden, he killed them all."

Hiccup's eyes darted to Eret's face and he'd never seen him look so serious.

Eret took a deep breath.

'_Here we go...'_

"My father was a member of Queen Linden's royal guard," Eret began quietly. "The Celts highly revered the dragons that lived in the wilds and our culture reflected that, celebrating their power in stories and legends. Queen Linden was much loved throughout the lands, as was her younger brother, Brom. But no one rode dragons," he added. "The dragons were considered wise and powerful beings, and to ride them was considered to degrade them to the rank of, say, a horse."

"Another culture that loved dragons?" Valka wondered.

"So what happened?" Hiccup asked.

"Linden's parents were killed while travelling over the sea for a diplomatic mission, when the ship was sunk," Eret continued sombrely. "As the eldest, Linden was to take the thone, but, being a woman, the law said she had to marry first. So, the royal council convened, envoy's were sent out, and, Svalgard was married to her within a week."

'How romantic,' Valka thought sarcastically, frowning, but kept her mouth shut, not wanting to interrupt.

"As soon as the wedding was over, Svalgard began wresting control of the Queen's council and her lands," Eret continued. "She fought fiercely, but soon her supporters in the council began dying mysteriously, and Svalgard replaced them with his own men."

Hiccup swallowed, beginning to see where this was going.

"Once he'd taken over the royal council," Eret continued, "Svalgard began changing laws, especially those regarding the lands where the dragons lived and nested, which we collectively called 'Dragon Glen." He swallowed. "Soon, he was sending his men into the areas where they lived. Queen Linden and her supporters travelled to the areas of Dragon Glen, warning the drgagon leaders of the threat and urging them to flee or go into hiding. But they chose to stay and defend their home. My father was amongst those who still supported the Queen and joined their efforts to defend the dragons and regain the throne from this... _tyrant_ who had wrested the power from the rightful ruler. Still, within a few years, there was barely a dragon left on the Celtic isle."

"What happened to Linden?" Valka asked slowly.

Eret took another breath.

"She had succeeded in encouraging many of the dragons from our homeland to flee," Eret supplied. "And my dad told me that one night, she left secretly by boat, accompanied by her daughter, Svetta- who was about five, I guess- the Queen's brother, Brom, my father and one other member of the Royal guard. Dad said they were looking for the Chaos Dragons."

"Chaos dragons?" Hiccup repeated.

"We also called them 'Dark Dragons'" Eret added, "and it was Queen Linden's symbol. Chaos dragons are said to be jet black, and so secretive no one had ever seen them, except the current King or Queen of the Celts who were the only ones who the Chaos Dragons entrusted with knowledge of them. Legend says," he continued, "that if a Chaos Dragon was ever seen, chaos would reign and a kingdom would fall."

"Do you think she went to find these Chaos Dragons to ask for help?" Hiccup asked.

Eret nodded.

"That's what dad thought, though he was never told details. However, it didn't work anyway," he added, shaking his head in confusion. "My dad had been ordered to stay with the other guard in the boat, while The Queen, Brom and Svetta went into the Chaos Dragon's home. After waiting for ages, suddenly dad heard an explosion and Brom came running back to the boat, carrying Svetta saying the Queen had been killed and ordered them out of there."

"Killed?" Valka repeated.

"The story goes that she was killed by the very dragons she'd gone to ask for help," Eret nodded. "It gets really..._chaotic_, after that," he continued wryly. "With the queen dead, Svalgard was free to take complete control. He either hunted down and killed the Queen's supporters, bullied and threatened them into joining him, or sent them into exile. My father was sentenced to death, but he was able to get us out, and we ran, with a bounty on our heads and labelled as traitors." Eret's jaw was clenched tight.

"When Drago passed through the area a couple of years after that, amassing a dragon army, dad took up the job as a trapper, as we were barely surviving and it paid well when you got a good haul. When my parents died," he continued, "I took up trapping myself, to earn a living," he shrugged. "I figured: at least Drago wanted dragons _alive_, so he was better than Svalgard."

Hiccup took a deep breath. Looking around, the hall had become quiet as many of the people had left.

"What do you know about the daughter, Svetta?" Valka asked curiously. "Did you mention earlier that there were two children?"

"Yeah," Eret nodded. "Her twin brother, Sven."

"But why would Linden only take her daughter to the Chaos dragons?" Valka wondered. "Why not take her son as well? Why take her child at all?"

"No idea," Eret admitted, shrugging. "Svalgard seems to prefer his son to his daughter, however. His daughter is apparently more of a Celt than she likes to let on."

"How do you know?" Hiccup asked.

"I... sort of had a run in with her today." Eret explained slowly.

"You had a 'run in'?" Hiccup repeated, folding his arms.

"I got separated from Skullcrusher," Eret explained quickly. "I fell into the water, and she pulled me out. She didn't recognise me, except as being a dragon rider, and I never told her my name. I was able to get out of there before her dad turned up."

Hiccup studied Eret's face carefully.

"Did you know her?" He asked in confusion.

"My dad was part of Queen Linden's guard," Eret repeated, nodding. "So, when my mom and I saw him, he'd always be near the Queen, and Sven and Svetta would be there as well."

Hiccup became thoughtful.

"You're coming with me when we meet with Svalgard tomorrow," Hiccup announced, pointing at Eret.

"Me? Why?" Eret began to panic. "If Svalgard, or the others recognise me, remember my father... I _still _have the bounty on my head," he told the Chief urgently. "It covered my _whole_ family! He could order my death on s_ight_ if he wanted."

"That won't happen," Hiccup assured him. "But it would help if we had you there. Who knows, maybe Svetta will recognise you. If she risked her life to pull an apparent stranger from the water...if we can't get through to Svalgard, maybe _she_ can be reached."

~..~..~..~..
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	7. The Meeting of Leaders

Author's note: Hi everyone. Here's chapter 7. I hope you like it!

~..~..~..~..

The next morning, Hiccup entered Gothi's to find Astrid gingerly attempting to get out of bed.

"Astrid!" Hiccup was quick to usher her back under the covers. "What do you think you're doing?"

"I want to come with you to meet Svalgard," Astrid answered, panting with the effort.

"You got _shot_ with an_ arrow_ yesterday!" Hiccup admonished. "You were _unconscious_ for most of the day. There is _no way_ you are ready to travel."

"It was one of _them_ who _shot_ me," Astrid spat through gritted teeth. "I want to show them they didn't kill me."

"I'll be happy to tell them that," Hiccup assured her. "But showing up, barely able to stand... is that the impression you want to give them?"

Astrid relaxed slightly as she realised that Hiccup was right: she was in no shape to travel yet, and showing up wounded would not only aggravate her injury, but show Svalgard how much damage he had done.

"Fine," Astrid complied, lying back down on her pillows.

"Really?" Hiccup was surprised and grateful that she wasn't putting up more of a fight.

"Yeah," Astrid smiled. "I want to be fit for battle when I confront that guy who shot me."

"And you will be, Milady," Hiccup kissed her cheek. "Though hopefully, we can avoid war."

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup's envoy ended up consisting of Valka, Snotlout, Eret, Gobber and Fishlegs. Tuffnut and Ruffnut had objected to being left out, but calmed down when Hiccup informed them that they were the island's next defence if the meeting went sour.

He didn't have the heart to tell them the real reason: The twins just had _no _skills when it came to diplomacy, and would more likely incite a war than avoid one.

Inviting Snotlout had even been a stretch, but as Hiccup's cousin, he had the right to accompany him on this mission.

And he seemed to be rising to the challenge well, arriving at the Academy in his best clothes, ready to meet this invading King.

Hiccup had wondered if Eret would need to borrow clothes, as he'd doubted the trapper had anything that would be deemed 'appropriate' for a council of leaders, but Eret had surprised him, arriving in a black tunic with strange silver embroidery around the collar, cuffs and hem. A hooded cloak lined with silver fur hung over his shoulders. "My father's," he'd explained shortly.

"Well, looks like everyone's here," Hiccup commented, looking around at his companions.

"Can we tell them _now_, Hiccup?" Valka asked, unable to contain herself.

"Tell us what?" Snotlout asked.

"Whatever this 'big news' is that happened last night," Eret supplied, gesturing to Hiccup. "Whatever's causing that smile on his face."

Feeling all eyes on him, Hiccup thought he should get this over with. Besides, he was still flying high and was bursting to tell.

"Okay," Hiccup clapped his hands together, readying himself: "I... proposed to Astrid last night."

There was a collective gasp, though no one made a sound, all waiting for the answer.

"And she said 'yes'!"

Cheers went up and Hiccup was soon shaking hands and receiving congratulatory claps on the back.

"It's about time!" Snotlout grasped Hiccup's hand firmly.

"Congratulations, Chief," Eret said sincerely.

"This is so exciting!" Fishlegs exclaimed, wiping his eyes. "I love weddings!"

"Your father would be so happy, Hiccup," Gobber wrapped his former apprentice in a bear hug. "And so am I!"

"Thanks Gobber," Hiccup chocked out as the older Viking squeezed the breath out of him before dropping him.

"Now," Valka smiled as she readjusted her son's clothes after Gobber's assault, "shall we go ensure Berk's safety so that we can start planning the wedding?"

"Great idea," Hiccup was eager to leave.

"Are you sure it's a good idea to take our dragons?" Eret asked as he readied Skullcrusher for flying. "Svalgard could just shoot them from the air before we have a chance to parlay."

"That's what _this_ is for," Fishlegs held up the large white sail they'd borrowed for the occasion. "Tradition and custom state that no one is to be attacked while flying the 'white flag of truce'."

"Let's just hope he doesn't think it means 'surrender'," Gobber interjected, tugging awkwardly at his new shirt.

"At any rate," Hiccup said quickly as he mounted Toothless, adjusting his long cloak so that it didn't interfere with the stirrup that controlled his dragon's tail fin. "The 'white flag' should at least allow us time to land and ask for a council."

"By the way, Gobber," Hiccup told his father's closest friend as the blacksmith mounted his dragon, Grump. "I was wondering if you could help me with something else as well?"

"What do you need, Chief?" Gobber asked happily.

"I need a new tail fin for Toothless," Hiccup explained. "One that will allow him to fly on his own."

"What's wrong with the current tail, Hiccup?" Valka asked as she mounted Cloudjumper, adjusting her newly polished armour as she did so. "I thought you and Toothless loved flying together."

"Oh, we do," Hiccup was quick to answer, "but Toothless loves flying with Flighty." Hiccup gestured to where the smaller Night Fury could be seen, practising her fishing skills over the water. "But he can't fly without me, and..."

"And flying _is_ often part of a dragon's courtship ritual," Fishlegs supplied helpfully.

"So every time Toothless wants to go on a date, he needs _Hiccup_ as a chaperone," Snotlout nodded, seeing the problem. "That would _suck_."

"Exactly," Hiccup granted. "Thank you for summing that up. I already have the design," he added to Gobber. "And I'd usually make it myself, but, now..." Now, Hiccup knew, his schedule made it difficult to find time to work in the forge.

"Don't worry, Hiccup," Gobber assured the young chief. "I'll get right onto it as soon as we get back."

"Thanks," Hiccup smiled. "Now let's go and meet this King Svalgard."

~..~..~..~..

Svalgard, Sven and Brom were in the captain's quarters of the King's ship, a map of the area laid out on the table before them.

"You say the dragons were flying North-west?" Svalguard pressed his son, following the line on the map to a blank area. "We've not gone that far North before."

"That must be where the last of the dragons are hiding, father," Sven said eagerly. "That must be where the fabled Dragon Haven is."

"No human has ever seen Dragon Haven," Brom shook his head from his place by the window. "Dragon Haven is _not_ of this world. Only the most_ powerful_ Chaos dragons can lead the way there."

"And suddenly, we find _two_." Sven reminded his uncle.

"Whatever lies North West of here is _not_ Dragon Haven, Nephew," Brom stepped closer to Sven to press his point. "It is simply _another_ land with its _own_ dragons."

"And these people _ride_ them," Svalgard sneered in distaste before straightening up.

"I care not for some mythical dragon home-land, Brom," Svalgard told his brother-in-law firmly. "And you would do well to rid yourself of fairy stories, Son." He added, casting a stern eye on Sven. It was all his mother's doing, filling his head when he was a child. "All I'm interested in is ridding the world of the _scourge_ of the Dragon and ensuring that _my son_," he placed a hand on Sven shoulder, "has a Great Kingdom to inherit when his time to rule comes."

"Sire!" A voice shouted before a man stumbled into the room. "Dragon riders approaching!"

"Man the catapults!" Svalgard ordered, grabbing his sword as he ran out on deck.

However, he realised the men, rather than attacking, were simply staring up at the sky. Following the line of his men's gaze, Svalgard's eyes widened with surprise as he beheld a small group of dragons, holding a large white cloth spread between them.

"I believe it's a flag of truce, sire," one of the men informed the King.

~..~..~..~

"Well," Fishlegs observed the men crowding the decks of the many ships nervously. "This certainly _does_ look like an armada, Chief."

"They aren't attacking," Snoutlout noted hopefully.

Hiccup swallowed before glancing over at his mother.

"Go on, son," she encouraged. "It's now or never."

Squaring his shoulders, Hiccup made Toothless swoop towards the deck to land gently on the prow of the biggest ship.

"I am the Chief of Berk," he announced as he dismounted onto the deck. "I'm here in peace to make council with King Svalgard."

Svalgard stepped forward.

"I am he," he said shortly.

Hiccup studied the man before him. Tall and broad shouldered, the man was as big as his father had been. Blond hair, fading to grey, was tied back away from his face and his well groomed beard fell to his chest. His stern face was lined with his experiences, which must have been hard, for no warmth seemed to shine from his eyes, which were an icy blue. He was dressed in a tunic of dark blue with a black cloak covering his shoulders. On his hip was a large scabbard which presumably held the broadsword currently in his hand. The circle of gold around his head was his only ornament, and it glinted in the sunlight.

"Well, you certainly look the part," Hiccup commented lightly.

"And you do _not_," Svalgard countered. "So... _young_."

"My father was killed in battle three years ago," Hiccup explained shortly. "I've had to learn quickly. On that note," Hiccup continued, eager to get to the point. "It's tradition that whenever a ruler enters the lands of another, a council must be had to ensure there is no ill will."

"No ill will?" A younger man stepped forward angrily, also dressed in blue, with blond hair and icy blue eyes. "You should have thought of that before you _burnt_ our ships and _shot _my sister."

"Easy son," Svalgard raised a hand and Hiccup realised the younger man, who couldn't have been much older than Eret, was the prince, Sven. His eyes flicked around the deck, expecting the princess to be close as well, but she was nowhere to be seen.

"All we knew at the time was that our fishing boats were being attacked," Hiccup defended. "We had to protect them. Would you not do the same for your own?"

"Yes." Slowly, Svalgard nodded. "I would."

"So, hopefully now, we can do this properly: by having a council to discuss your intentions here," Hiccup gestured to the nearby island. "Shall we do this on solid ground?" He asked. "We'd surely be more comfortable?"

Svalgard's eyes travelled to Toothless before rising to view the other dragons hovering above their heads.

"Oh, don't worry about them, they'll be no trouble," Hiccup hastened to add. "We can tell them to hover while we talk. Except for Toothless here," Hiccup patted his dragon's head. "He can't fly on his own, so he'll just wait outside the tent."

Svalgard appeared calculating as he answered "fine," nodding in agreement. "Land it is. Give us some time to moor our ships."

"Great," Hiccup nodded, trying not to let his relief show. He'd got the king to agree to a council. "We'll see you there soon."

Sven stepped closer to his father as the young chief on the black dragon flew off towards the island.

"Father," he began, puzzled. "What are you doing?"

"Even a King has to answer to customs and tradition, son," Svalgard answered pensively as he watched the group of riders and their dragons descend onto the island. "And, this council may give us a clue as to the best way to gain this new Northern land. Besides," he added, "I want to get the measure of this young chief. Now go get ready," he instructed his son. "We need to show them our power in our presence. And Brom," he called to his brother in law, "see that Svetta is ready and is sent to council as well. This must be a _family_ affair."

~..~..~..~..

Svetta was reading a large book with a black leather cover in concentration when a knock sounded at her door.

Hiding the book quickly at the bottom of her truck, Svetta cleared her throat.

"Who is it?" She called, closing the lid and standing up.

"Only me, Milady," came the answer and Svetta sighed with relief at hearing her handmaiden's voice.

"Come in Cara."

The girl came in quickly, her arms full of clothing, shutting the door awkwardly behind her.

As a royal, Svalgard had always insisted that Svetta had her own maid. And while her first maid had been her nursemaid, a stern woman named Maev, when she passed away a few years ago, her uncle Brom managed to gain the employment of Cara. Svetta had never been _told_ it was Brom, but she could tell that her uncle had been in charge of the staff position, not her father. For Cara, with her dark red hair and emerald green eyes, was clearly a Celt. And, as a daughter of a herbalist, she had taught Svetta all about plant lore. In return, Svetta had taught Cara how to read and use a staff. And though she was barely into her twenties, Cara was one the few people Svetta counted as a friend.

"What's all this?" Svetta asked as Cara laid her ceremonial dress on her bed.

"Your Father's been asked to council by the local chieftain," Cara explained quickly. "We're preparing to meet him now. He's asked that you be present," she held out the dress. "And presentable."

"Oh joy," Svetta stated, but nevertheless, she was intrigued. It wasn't often her father _invited_ her to council...

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup waited nervously on the shore as the King's ship was moored, his envoy and Toothless flanking him while the other dragons circled above their heads.

Men rushed down the gangplank and erected a large tent with great efficiency.

Only when the tent was up and the men cleared the area, did Svalgard and his own envoy, consisting of Brom, Sven, Svetta and three members of his own guard, all dressed in dark blue and black, descend onto the sand.

Hiccup had to admit, the king and his envoy did make an impressive sight. All the men, bar the dark haired one with tattoos on his face were wearing rich material consisting of dark blue and black. The King now wore an ornate gold crown studded with a large sapphire, whereas the younger man, his son, Sven, wore the simple gold band. Both the king and his son wore cloaks of black fur and velvet.

The darker man with the blue tattoos wore, not dark blue, but black and silver, with the silver buckle on his belt showing the emblem of a black dragon. A purple cloak was draped over his shoulders, the clasp of the cloak matching the insignia on his belt.

At the back, Hiccup spotted a young woman, who he assumed must be the princess, Svetta.

Eret swallowed as Svetta's gaze studied their group before landing on him and he tried to keep his face blank as recognition flared in her eyes.

No longer in her tunic and leggings, Svetta wore a long dress of dark blue with black embroidery and sleeves that reached to a point over her middle finger. A long purple cloak, much like her uncle's, was draped over her shoulders also carrying a dragon clasp. Her hair was no longer braided, and instead was coiled and pinned into a bun. She too, wore a band around her head, but hers was a bright, shining silver, engraved with a curious knotted design.

Casting his eyes over the envoy of the young chief, Svalgard wasn't impressed, yet felt himself halt when he spotted a man dressed in black and silver.

Brom had noticed too and his eyes widened in recognition.

"_That_," Svalgard pointed to Eret, "is the uniform of my late Queen's royal guard," he stated, stepping forward. "How did you come by it?"

"What? This?" Eret gestured to his clothes, mentally berating himself. His father had never once mentioned that this was his _uniform_. Eret had only found the clothing after he had died. The memories of his father before their exile had faded to a haze over time.

"I got it from a trader passing through here, a few years ago," Eret answered quickly. "It's not often you come across quality cloth like this in these parts."

"A trader?" Svalgard repeated, sceptical.

"You scattered the royal guard to the four winds, Sire, all with bounties on their heads," Brom spoke up quickly. "I doubt any would actually _keep_ their uniform, as it would identify them. They probably gave their uniforms as payment for passage from the Celtic Isles. It's true: fine cloth like that _would_ be a good payment."

"You were in charge of the royal guard back them, Brom," Svalgard gestured to Eret. "Tell me: do you recognise this man's father in his face?"

Eret gulped as the late Queen's brother looked him over, and tried to keep his face calm, and his chin high.

"No," Brom answered slowly. "Perhaps he takes after his mother?"

Svalgard began to chuckle.

"Perhaps he does," he granted.

"Well, if you're done assessing the men in my envoy," Hiccup spoke up quickly, "perhaps we can talk?"

"Of course," Svalgard granted coolly. "That's why we're here, after all."

"Toothless," Hiccup turned to his dragon as Svalgard led the way into the tent. "Stay out here, okay Bud?"

"Okay guys," Hiccup said aside to his group. "This is a meeting of Chiefs, so please try to stay quiet. Just let me do the talking."

"You got it Chief," Gobber saluted. "Quiet as mice, that's us."

Hiccup sighed.

"I don't believe I've introduced myself properly," Hiccup spoke up as they entered the tent. "My name is Hiccup."

"Hiccup?" Svalgard raised an eyebrow.

"Yeah, I know," Hiccup nodded ruefully. "Viking tradition."

"Hmm," Svalgard stayed non committal as he sat down on the largest chair that had been set up. Brom and Sven sat flanking him, with Svetta on Brom's other side. The King's guard stood behind them.

Hiccup and his envoy were forced to remain standing as there were no more chairs available, and Hiccup had the feeling this was intentional, as it immediately showed Svalgard's group in favour.

"Well, perhaps we should get right to the point," Hiccup began. "What are your intentions here in the lands of Berk, Your Majesty?"

"Simple," Svalgard answered coolly. "I seek to expand my kingdom."

"Then I'm afraid you're out of luck," Hiccup said firmly. "For these lands are already spoken for."

"That hasn't stopped me in the past," Svalgard countered with a smile.

"So I've heard," Hiccup stated flatly. "But I have no wish to start a war."

"Then surrender," Svalgard stated.

"I don't think so," Hiccup countered firmly, refusing to allow this man to intimidate him. "I don't want to start a war because: that wouldn't bode so well for _you_."

"For _me_?" Svalgard's expression was incredulous.

"Yes," Hiccup continued. "Oh, don't get me wrong, your armada is _very_ impressive," he was quick to say. "It's just that, as you know, we have our dragons to protect us, and as your men found out yesterday: wooden boats, big ocean, fire breathing dragons... it's just not a good combination for you. And how far away is your homeland?" Hiccup added. "You would be waiting weeks, maybe even _months_ for new supplies."

"He does have a point, father," Svetta spoke up. "You have your homeland in the West, you have the Celtic Isles and much of the North. While I know you want to make your kingdom great, it may soon become _too big_ to rule effectively."

"_Hold your tongue_, Svetta," Svalgard growled. "If I want your opinion, I'll ask for it."

"You may have dragons on your side, Chief of Berk," Sven spoke up quickly to try and avoid a scene. "But so did the Celtic Isles, which my father conquered easily: forcing the dragons into hiding, fleeing for their lives, lest they _lose_ them."

"Indeed," Sven's comment seemed to have worked at distracting the king from his daughter. "Your dragons won't protect you from war."

"You speak of dragons as if they're a pest-"

"They _are_." Svalgard insisted, talking over Hiccup. "They're a _scourge_ on the land."

"_No_," Hiccup countered passionately. "They are intelligent, amazing creatures that can bring people _together_. From what I understand of the Celtic Isles, dragons were _revered_ while your Queen was alive."

"Until she was killed by the very creatures she loved so much," Svalgard countered and Brom glanced towards his king, frowning, before returning his gaze to the young chief, expressionless once again.

"My condolences," Hiccup said slowly, scrutinising the king's face. "You must have loved her very much to rage war on _all _dragons after her death."

"Dragons are a _disease_," Svalgard stated surely, his expression unmoving. "And they've ruled in this world long enough."

"I can _prove_ to you that they're not," Hiccup countered. "Come with us to Berk," he proposed. "If you spend even a _couple_ of days on our island you'll see that-"

"Not interested," Svalgard interrupted, sounding bored.

Hiccup sighed.

"I thought we were here to negotiate terms for a compromise," he stated.

"I'm only interested in negotiating terms for your surrender." Svalgard informed him. "Or to accept a declaration of war."

"Why does there need to be a war?" Hiccup asked. "We would be happy to make a trade agreement."

"That could be a good compromise," Svetta spoke up again.

"Svetta," the king warned.

"Father, it would be a way for you to earn money off this land without having to rule it," Svetta insisted.

"Think about it, Sire," Brom interjected as Svalgard began turning angrily towards his daughter. "You are only one man, after all. And your Kingdom is already covering a _vast_ expanse of Land. And while you have different councils governing each area, it would be difficult for _any_ one man to rule effectively for long. But a trade agreement with the new lands you invade would ensure wealth continues to flow to your realm without the added need for _another _governing body that could change things to suit their _own_ wishes rather than _yours_."

At his brother in law's words, Svalgard appeared to consider.

"Our ships are the best in the area," Hiccup spoke up, seeing a possibility. "Much more suited to the conditions in these parts than your own."

"No," Svalgard spoke up.

"Okay," Hiccup said slowly. "What would you be interested in trading in? No weapons," he qualified, not liking the idea that Svalgard could turn any traded weapons against them.

"No _trade_," Svalgard clarified. "But what about a _merger_? We could _unite_ our two lands." He gestured to Svetta. "I could offer you the hand of my daughter in marriage."

Svetta's eyes widened in shock and she turned to her father. 'Was _this_ why he'd invited her to council?' she wondered.

"Uh," Caught off guard, Hiccup cleared his throat before speaking. He had to be diplomatic about this.

"An _extremely_ generous offer," Hiccup began carefully. "However, I am already engaged."

"Surely your betrothed can't offer you the same power that a marriage to _my_ daughter could give you?" Svalgard queried incredulously.

"No," Hiccup admitted. "She's offering me something better: her heart."

"You love each other?" Svetta asked.

"We do," Hiccup nodded. "On Berk, you can choose the one you marry."

A wistful smile tugged at Svetta's lips though her eyes were sad.

"So, please accept my apologies for declining the offer," Hiccup finished. "I mean no offence."

"None taken," Svetta said quickly glancing to her father.

"Then it seems we cannot agree to _any_ terms," Svalgard stood up. "And I _do_ take offence at your refusal to wed my daughter."

"Then _why_ not a trade agreement?" Hiccup said quickly.

"_Why_ would I trade with a land that has _insulted_ my family so?" Svalgard gestured to his daughter once again.

"He's already engaged father," Svetta reminded the king. "And I'm _not_ offended."

"_Leave us_, Svetta," Svalgard pointed her towards the tent opening. "You are permitted to go."

Clenching her jaw, Svetta left the company with as much dignity as she could.

"Chief of Berk," Svalgard approached Hiccup slowly. "You have offered me no satisfactory alternative to war and have insulted my family by refusing my daughter's hand." He drew himself up proudly. "Therefore, my intentions will remain the same. I will continue to conquer the northern lands and will travel north west until I reach your home." He smiled coldly. "And it will fall before me like all the others."

Hiccup shook his head.

"You never intended to negotiate anything to avoid war, did you?" Hiccup said quietly. "You're not trying to defend your family's honour, you just want to 'rule the world' just like others who have come here and _failed_."

"I wanted to get the measure of you, _young _chief," Svalgard stated. "And while you have heart," he began to chuckle, "you clearly have no _real_ concept of battle strategy. You rely so much on your precious _dragons_, but they won't be enough to protect you. As I've said: I've dealt with dragon infested lands before."

"You underestimate the strength of dragons and humans when they work together," Hiccup told the King, his voice quiet, but filled with purpose. "The Celtic Isles revered dragons, true, but they were still separate. I don't want a war," Hiccup continued sincerely. "But if you insist on this madness, _Your Majesty_, it will be your own downfall."

"I have an armada that is _undefeated_," Svalgard threatened.

"And we have our dragons," Hiccup stated matter-of-factly.

~..~..~..~..

"Well, that went terribly wrong," Gobber stated as their group left the tent, leaving Svalgard and his envoy inside.

"He wasn't interested in preventing a war," Hiccup stated grimly. "I doubt anything we could've done would've made a difference."

"Well they're going to get a big, fiery hot, welcome if they decide to invade Berk," Snotlout vowed punching his fist into his palm.

"It was the _King_ that was the problem though," Eret pointed out. "Svetta, Sven, _and _Brom seemed open to the idea of a trade agreement."

"Yes," Valka agreed hopefully. "And Svalgard seemed to listen to his son, at least. Maybe if we can reach one of them, they can convince Svalgard to change his mind?"

Hiccup had been looking around for Toothless, and spotted him by the shoreline, splashing playfully in the water. Svetta stood above the tide line, watching pensively.

"And we may just have out way in," Hiccup said hopefully.

Svetta watched the black dragon splashing and gambolling in the water before her, seemingly oblivious to her presence.

This was one of the great and terrible Chaos dragons who Father had said killed her mother in cold blood?

"His name's Toothless," a voice remarked and Svetta turned to see the young Chief of Berk approaching, followed by his small envoy.

"I take it your talk with my father didn't end well," she commented, her eyes travelling over the grim faces, once again landing on the man in black. The uniform of her mother's royal guard...Svetta took a breath. She'd seen her uncle's reaction. He had recognised him. So that must mean Svetta should too... but she had only been a young child at the time and her memory had faded.

"You're father has a very..." Hiccup struggled to find the right word. "_Focused_ mind."

Svetta nodded.

"_Obstinate_, is a word often used to describe him," she smiled. "Though never to his face, of course."

Toothless spotted Hiccup and bounded over to his friend.

"Hey Toothless," Hiccup greeted fondly, scratching his dragon under the chin. "Thanks for waiting, Bud."

"Why do you call him 'Toothless'?" Svetta asked curiously, eying the rows of sharp teeth lining the dragon's jaw, only at that moment for Toothless to retract his teeth back into his gums to allow Hiccup to wrestle gently with his mouth without injury.

"Oh," Svetta remarked. "That's why."

"Do you want to touch him?" Hiccup gestured to his dragon, but Svetta shrank back.

"No," she stated shakily.

"Why are we talking to her? " Snotlout spoke up. Hiccup had told him to stay silent in the tent, but was going to be heard now. "Don't forget Hiccup, she was aiming an _arrow_ at you yesterday."

"I wasn't aiming at him," Svetta objected. "I was aiming at _him_," she pointed at Toothless.

"Why?" Hiccup asked.

"Father's orders," Svetta answered. "Any dragon spotted by anyone under the Svalgard flag must be destroyed." She quoted. "For the dragon's very existence is against the order of the King."

"What a stupid law," Snotlout argued.

"But why?" Hiccup asked Svetta. "What does your father have against dragons?"

"He says he became incensed after the Dark dragons killed Mother," Svetta answered slowly. "However, their marriage was arranged, they barely knew each other. And whenever he tells me I take after my mother, he always makes it sound derogatory."

"What do you think?" Hiccup pressed.

"I don't know," Svetta replied. "I've asked him about it many times, but he always avoids the question. He hates me asking questions,' she muttered.

"I meant about the dragons," Hiccup clarified. "You say you were aiming your arrow at Toothless, as it was your father's orders. But what do _you_ think about dragons?"

Svetta swallowed, turning her gaze on Toothless, who stood calmly beside his friend.

"Have you ever killed a dragon?" Hiccup pressed.

"No," Svetta admitted slowly. "My brother has. But..._ I've_ never killed a dragon."

"Why's that, I wonder?" Hiccup caught her eye curiously.

"My mother loved dragons," Svetta began. "She was always telling my brother and I stories about them. She said they were wise, powerful beings who came to this world from another. For nothing in our world came close to the amazing spirit of the dragon, so surely they had to have come from another world: Dragon Haven, she called it." Svetta took a breath, tilting her head curiously at Toothless, who copied the motion.

A smile tugged at Svetta's mouth.

"I can't remember much from the night my mother was killed," she admitted. "Though I was there. All I can remember is shouting, running and bright light. My father said the dragons killed mother, though my uncle Brom has never told me what _he_ saw that night." Svetta frowned. "As I've got older, the more I'm realising that not everything is what it seems. I don't know what to believe anymore. My mother said the dragons were powerful beings to be respected and loved. My father says the dragons are mindless beasts that destroy without conscience. Yet I look at him playing in the tide," Svetta gestured to Toothless pensively, "and I have trouble seeing this...playful dragon as a mindless killer."

"I'm not sure about dragons coming from another world," Hiccup began slowly, "but I can tell you that dragons _are_ amazing creatures to be respected and loved."

Svetta glanced at Hiccup before turning her gaze back on Toothless.

"You made a proposal that if we came to your island, you could teach us to see dragons the way you do," she remarked slowly. "Is that offer still open?"

Hiccup's eyes widened with hope.

"_Yes_," he said earnestly. "If you come to Berk, Princess, we'd be happy to show you how we see dragons. Perhaps remind you of how your mother saw them," he added gently.

Shooting a glance at her father's council tent seemed to solidify the princess' resolve to make a decision and Svetta squared her shoulders, wincing slightly as her wound was pulled. The cloak hid the bandages nicely, but it still pained her.

"I will inform my father that I will be travelling with you on a diplomatic mission," she told the chief. "However, I think he may be in council for some time."

"What do you expect us to do, wait?" Snotlout asked sardonically.

"Here," Eret stepped forward and passed her the horn he kept hooked on his belt. "You can blow on this when you're ready to be picked up. Skullcrusher and I will come get you."

Svetta raised an eyebrow but she claimed the horn.

"Fine," she agreed carefully.

"Great," Hiccup was now hopeful. "You come to the island as a diplomatic guest, and we will teach you about our dragons. Then, hopefully," he added, "you can change your father's mind before he starts a war."

"I honestly don't know how much I can change my father's mind," Svetta admitted. "But I can possibly influence my brother and uncle, who can in turn influence Father."

Hiccup nodded.

"I'll take that," he held out a hand and slowly, Svetta took it.

"We have an agreement."

~..~..~..~..
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~..~..~..~..

"This is so exciting," Cara gushed as she set about packing the princess's things for travel. "Your first diplomatic mission!"

"Quiet, Cara," Svetta pleaded, already feeling butterflies in her stomach as she changed back into her purple tunic, which was far more practical than her ceremonial dress. "Father could summon me at any minute."

Svetta had placed a message with one of the guards that she would like an audience with her father the moment he was free from council, it had been nearly an hour since Chief Hiccup and his envoy had left, so any minute, a messenger could arrive to announce that her father was ready to see her.

She just hoped her father would agree, though she strongly doubted it.

A knock on the door sounded and Cara and Svetta's eyes met nervously. Though when Cara opened the door, it was not a messenger, but Brom, who stood at the door.

"Uncle?" Svetta queried, for it wasn't often he came to see her.

"Hello Svetta," Brom closed the door as he stepped into the room, glancing at the bag half-packed on the cot bed. "Going somewhere?"

Svetta swallowed.

"I'm going to take up the Chief's offer of a stay at Berk, and need to ask father's permission to travel," she admitted as firmly as she could. "As you are here, I assume he's finished in council?"

"Council ended nearly half an hour ago," Brom answered and Svetta felt her jaw drop.

"Then why hasn't father sent for me?" She wondered.

"Think, my dear girl," Brom encouraged. "_Why _would your father not ask for you? I know you can figure it out yourself."

Svetta lowered her eyes thoughtfully, before closing them with a sigh.

"He doesn't want to see me," she surmised.

"He knew what you were going to ask," Brom nodded, "from what you had said in council." He sighed, coming to sit on her bed, suddenly slumping with weariness. "You are so much like your mother: So passionate in your thoughts and beliefs, that you must voice them instantly." He looked at his niece. "Do you not yet understand how dangerous that can be, when around someone like your father?"

Svetta frowned. She'd never seen her uncle like this.

"What are you talking about?" She asked. "You've supported father for as long as I can remember."

"To protect you and your brother," Brom insisted in a whisper, "many of us have. It was your mother's last request."

"What?" Svetta asked slowly, a sense of something like trepidation entering her heart.

Brom's green eyes shifted to Cara.

"I'll leave you two to talk," she said quickly, and made her way to the door.

"No," Brom ordered. "I want you to stay, Cara. Svetta is going to need as much support as possible, and I know you can be trusted."

Nodding, Cara stayed where she was.

Sighing, Brom gestured for Svetta to step closer before he took up her hand.

"Time for the story I've never been allowed to tell you," Brom told her quietly. "I think it's time."

"Okay, uncle," Svetta nodded quietly, ready.

"I knew I was never destined for the throne," Brom began. "And unlike other royal families, I was perfectly fine with that. Linden was compassionate and clever, and I knew she would make a wonderful ruler, when the time came. Then our parents' ship was sunk."

"In a storm," Svetta supplied, nodding, but Brom shook his head.

"That's what we thought at first," Brom supplied, "even though it was only two days after they left, and the skies were calm. A few weeks after Linden's wedding," he added slowly, "wreckage from the ship washed ashore, and there was a piece of the hull which had large holes in it, like cannon fire, and the wood was charred around the edges."

"Their ship was _attacked_?" Svetta gasped. "Why wasn't this investigated? Why were we all told it was a storm?"

"Because when the findings were reported to the Queen and her new King, the_ King_ was the one who forbade investigation," Brom answered. "He said that finding out how they died would make no difference to the fact that they were dead."

Svetta felt her jaw drop in shock. How could her father say such a-

Suddenly, she froze, as she remembered the flaming catapults that were the specialty of her father's fighting force. Capable of being carried on the deck of a ship, yet powerful enough to bring down a dragon, if used well.

'No,' Svetta thought as she suddenly found it difficult to breathe.

"_Father_?" Svetta whispered, bringing her hands to her mouth in shock. She knew he was ambitious, but still, she never would have thought that he would…

Brom pressed his lips together.

"He's never admitted to anything," Brom said slowly, "but Linden had her suspicions, which is why she confided in me."

"The rest happened more or less like the story you know," Brom continued. "Svalgard took control of the Royal Council before changing the laws so that the various areas of Dragon Glen could be invaded. I would travel with the Queen and her guard, trying to save what dragons we could."

He took a deep breath.

"Then one night, Linden summoned me and two of her most trusted members of her guard to her chamber where, to our surprise, you were with her. Both of you dressed for travel. She informed us that we were to accompany her to find the nest of the Chaos dragons, which, until then, no one had ever seen."

"Why?" Svetta pressed.

"As you know, Svetta, Chaos dragons are the most powerful," Brom reminded his niece seriously. "All dragons can see into your heart, but a Chaos dragon can see your _soul_. They get their name from the fact that they can dismantle the very _core_ of a problem. And sometimes it's not what you'd expect. So, they bring chaos with them, as that is often the only way something ingrained into our way of life, or a state of rule can be overturned."

"She did go to them to help defeat father," Svetta surmised.

"I thought that's what she was going to do," Brom nodded. "And when we landed on that island, and entered the dragon's cave, I fully expected my sister to beseech them for help."

"And?" Svetta prompted.

"And instead, she fell on her knees before the alpha of the clan, and begged them to leave for their own safety," Brom told her. "She said: While my people have revered you and called you friend, selfish humans are conquering all areas of the world with no thought other than their own desires. It was no longer a safe place for Dragons or any of their ilk. For their own safety, if the Legends were true, they must leave immediately for their homeland in that Otherworld of Dragon Haven, or risk their kind being lost forever. And somehow," Brom smiled slightly, "they understood her."

Svetta couldn't take her eyes off her uncle's face. His eyes were pensive and far away.

"I can't remember much," Brom admitted, "the event itself was beyond me. I remember the dragons _singing_. And their song… it was haunting." Brom's voice became faint as he tried to describe the sound. "Not hypnotic like mermaid song, or light like the music of the fey… but it was _ancient_ and _powerful_, like nothing I've ever heard before. Then I just remember all this wind rising up, and bright lights, like… the rippling lights in the sky you see sometimes at night when you're this far north. But I do remember that somehow, and I don't need to know how, but_ somehow_, the alpha dragons were able to open a…_gateway_, of some kind to their homeland, Dragon Haven."

"How?" Svetta wondered without thinking.

"I already told you: I don't know," Brom admitted, shaking his head. "But I don't need to know, and I don't think any human has the right to know. But the dragons _do_."

"Yes," Svetta nodded thoughtfully in agreement. "So what happened next?"

Brom bowed his head sadly.

"As the Alpha began sending the other dragons home, Svalgard's men attacked us."

"What?" Svetta gasped. "I don't remember _any_ of this." Although, if she strained her memory, Svetta could remember people shouting and running, and the feeling of fire around her.

"You were barely five years old, Svetta," Brom reminded her. "Linden saw that Svalgard was favouring his son, as he was male, but our tradition states it is the _firstborn_ who is next to rule, and is entrusted with the knowledge of the Chaos Dragons. And while you were the smaller of the twins, _you_ were still the firstborn, Svetta. Linden wanted to bring you with us so that you would have some of our traditions and beliefs, and hopefully be spared being tainted by your father's cruelty."

Svetta opened her mouth, a thousand words wanting to leave her lips, but a look from her uncle informed her that she should wait until he had finished his story.

"Svalgard had followed our passage to the island," Brom explained. "I think that was the only reason he didn't kill Linden the moment she gave him an heir. As a first born royal of the Celts, she was entrusted with the most knowledge of the dragons and their whereabouts, including the most elusive of them all: the Dragons of Chaos. And Svalgard, in his quest to exterminate the dragons, needed her knowledge." The older man clenched his jaw.

"The moment we heard the war cries, Linden told me to hide you, so I hid you between the rocks, out of sight," He explained. "As the dragons were distracted from singing, the gateway closed, and Svalgard and his men burst into the cave, stabbing and slashing at every dragon in sight. I remember watching nests get trampled, the eggs crushed beneath the men's clubs. And while the dragons fought mightily, when Svalguard stabbed the Alpha right between the eyes, it was like the whole dragon clan suddenly lost their reason and began acting wild." He sighed. "I think there was something about that Alpha that kept the dragons..._civilised_, I suppose, for lack of a better word. At any rate, once the alpha was gone, the dragons began fighting each other as well as Svalgard and his men."

"And that's when a dragon killed mother?" Svetta asked, however the look her uncle gave her made her blood run cold.

"It wasn't a dragon that killed mother, was it?" She asked slowly, her throat tight.

"She was one of the first to die, actually," Brom answered sadly. "She told me to hide you and she was stabbed as I was hiding you between the rocks, though I never saw who did it." He hung his head guiltily, tears of grief falling from his eyes. "I couldn't protect her. My own sister."

Brom took a deep breath before wiping his eyes."I had grieved for my sister twenty two years ago, but the pain of her passing, along with my guilt still clings to my heart even to this day." He confessed.

"Then why did you join my father after the attack on Dragon Glen?" Svetta asked him slowly.

"Because when I made it to my sister amongst the chaos, she was still clinging to life, even as her blood flowed over the cavern floor," Brom covered his mouth as the memory swept over him. "She grasped my hand," he explained, taking up Svetta's hand in his own. "And made me swear on our family's line that I would do everything I could to protect you, as you would regain the Celtic Isles and rule as Queen, as was your birthright. She knew Sven would most likely be lost, moulded as Svalgard's heir, but still asked that I protect him from his influence as much as I could. 'She will be Queen one day, Brother,'" Brom quoted. "Make sure she has the support she needs when the time comes." His eyes turned to Svetta solemnly.

"I got you out as the battle against the dragons raged, back to the boat, and joined Svalgard's side, to ensure I could be around to help raise you as best as I could. I tried to convince Svalgard to spare the Queen's royal guard after her death, but he refused to trust they were sincere in their allegiance to him, rightly so," he added with a wry smile, "and so I helped those I could to escape. That man in black today," he added. "The one amongst the Berk Chief's envoy: I recognised him. He's the spitting image of his father. Even has the same tattoos on his face," Brom absentmindedly stroked the tattoos on his own skin. "Eret," he stated quietly. "Son of Eret, the head of Queen Linden's Royal Guard."

Svetta's eyes grew wide.

"That man's father was the head of mother's Royal Guard?" She repeated. How did she not recognise him? Straining her memory, she vaguely remembered a dark haired boy who use to hang around the guards whenever they escorted the Queen and her children outside the palace grounds. But his face was blurred in her memory, indistinguishable.

Brom nodded. "I trained his father myself," he informed her. "I couldn't forget him, Eret was a good man, and I'm sure his son is no different. But, he still has a bounty on his head, thanks to the King," Brom admitted, "and so I felt the right thing to do would be to protect Eret's son as best as I could."

Svetta studied her uncle's face, her own mind swirling with all the information she had been given. Everything she had been led to believe growing up had been turned upside down.

"Why do you think now is the time to tell me this, uncle?" She asked.

"Because we don't see any dragons at all for over a decade, and now a whole _island full_ is revealed," Brom answered, energy filling his voice once again. "I feared all of my sister's guardians had been scattered and lost to the world, and yet the son of the most loyal suddenly appears. I thought all the Chaos dragons of this world had been killed, and yet two are seen in one day. And when a Chaos Dragon is seen..."

"I kingdom will fall," Svetta finished. "And a new Order will rise."

"_Now_ is the time, niece," Brom took hold of Svetta's hand once more. "Your father has done everything in his power to try and keep you ignorant throughout your life, so you would be easier for him to manipulate as you grew," he smiled. "But there is more of your mother in both you and your brother than meets the eye. Your curiosity has led you to teaching yourself about the world around you, and now, it's time for you to _take control_ of your fate."

Svetta tried to keep her breathing steady as fear tugged at her heart. She had grown up thinking that she would simply be married off to someone as part of a business deal of her fathers, and that would be her life. But she had always yearned for more, to learn about her people and learn to do more than just run a household. But now confronted with the reality of what her mother and uncle had hoped she would accomplish, the prospect was terrifying. Her brother had sometimes told her what had gone on in council meetings, but she had never expected to _actually rule_ one day.

Still... there was still that part of her that knew that she didn't want to continue to live her life the way her father wanted. She wanted her own life, and she wanted to learn from something other than a book for a change.

"Cara," she spoke aside to her maid, who jumped, apparently lost in her own thoughts. "Will you come with me to Berk?"

A smile tugged at the corner of her friend's mouth.

"What about your father?" Cara asked. "Don't you need his permission?"

Svetta glanced at her uncle, who was smiling at her with his eyes in encouragement.

"No. I'll just write him a letter," Svetta said. "I'm a royal by blood, and so have every right to go on a diplomatic mission. Right?"

Brom smiled.

"Just like your mother," he said fondly.

~..~..~..~..

"Cara, quick," Svetta urged in a whisper as the pair made their way passed the soldiers on the beach before racing towards the cliffs.

As they reached the spot where she pulled Eret out of the water, Svetta figured they were as far as they could go out of ear shot.

"It's been nearly two hours since they left," Cara reminded Svetta. "Do you think they'll still be around?"

"I hope so," Svetta said quietly, taking the horn in her hands. For if the soldiers heard the horn blast, they'd come running. And if they found them before Eret and his dragon could pick them up, they'd take her straight to her father, who could punish her for disobeying, if not for treason, despite the letter she left behind. She didn't even want to think what would happen to Cara.

"Do it," Cara prompted, seeing the doubts and fears in her friend's eyes. "_Now_."

Before her nerve failed her, Svetta brought the horn to her lips and blew as hard as she could, the sound echoing amongst the high cliffs.

~..~..~..~..

Eret sighed as he leaned back in his saddle. He and Skullcrusher had been circling the area since they'd finished the meeting, and while he now had a more accurate idea of the strength of Svalgard's armada and fighting force, he was starting to become restless. How long would he have to wait?

'Maybe she changed her mind and she won't call?' Eret thought in disappointment.

Suddenly, Skullcrusher shifted beneath him, sharply turning and making a beeline for the far side of the island where the cliffs and rock stacks rose sharply out of the ocean.

"Did you hear the horn, Skullcrusher?" Eret asked eagerly, though as his dragon dove below the clouds, Eret was able to answer his own question as he spied Princess Svetta standing on the narrow shoreline, accompanied by another woman with red hair, Eret didn't know.

"Yes!" He cheered to himself as Skullcrusher swooped in for a landing.

"I believe you called, Princess?" Eret asked with a casual smile as he dismounted. Svetta was once again wearing the purple tunic he'd first seen her in on the beach. And while she had indeed looked beautiful in the blue dress she'd worn at council, Eret had to admit, he thought the tunic suited her more. Her long blond hair was once again braided and fell down her back to her waist.

"That I did," Svetta answered faintly her eyes warily studying the large dragon before her.

"Holy Herne," the red-haired woman at her side gasped. "_You weren't kidding_."

"Nope," Svetta confirmed slowly, before clearing her throat, pulling herself together and stepping forward to greet the man whose father had sworn his life to protect her mother.

"Eret, son of Eret, who was Head of Queen Linden's Royal Guard," she stated eying him knowingly.

Eret ducked his head.

"You remember me, huh?" He surmised.

"My uncle recognised you," Svetta informed him. "But it was only while I was waiting for you that I remembered you myself," she added, taking another step forward with her arms folded accusingly. "_You're_ the one who poured_ ink_ in my hair!"

Frowning, Eret cast his mind back to when he was a child.

"Oh, yeah," he admitted, smiling as the memory came back. "That_ was_ me."

Svetta shoved him.

"It took _weeks_ to get the colour out!" she scolded him. "My father wouldn't let me out of my room. _'She's not fit to be seen!_'" She imitated. "It was all my mother could do to save you and your father from punishment."

"I was _six_," Eret defended.

"And I think that was the _only_ reason you were pardoned," Svetta told him.

"Well, then" Eret spoke up, "please accept my belated apologies, Princess," he bowed low, trying to hide the smile that was trying to appear on his lips.

"Fine," Svetta stated. "It was years ago anyway."

"Great," Eret straightened up. "Now: who's this?"

"My handmaiden, Cara," Svetta introduced, motioning her friend to step forward.

The girl was in her early twenties, her dark red hair flowing freely over her shoulders, held back off her round face with a woven green headband. She wore a long tunic of pale green, that reached below her knee, and a brown leather bodice over the top, cinching in her waist. Her leggings and boots were also brown. And like Svetta, she carried a bag slung over her shoulder. She seemed the opposite of Svetta. For where Svetta held herself regally and still, Cara seemed to quiver with excitement. While Svetta was small and petite, Cara was tall and curvy.

"A pleasure to meet you, Eret," Cara smiled brightly as she bobbed a curtsy.

Suddenly, a cry was heard and Eret looked up to see a group of soldiers running towards them along the beach.

"What's that?" He asked, although the shouts did seem self explanatory.

"Um..." Svetta twisted her fingers together nervously. "My father may not have _approved_ of me going to Berk," she admitted slowly. "So I may have just left him a letter."

"Oh, great," Eret muttered. "Well," he gestured quickly to Skullcrusher, "welcome aboard, ladies."

Cara was eager for a dragon ride, though Svetta was more cautious. Still, she allowed Eret to help her to mount the large reptile, where she sat in front of Cara.

"Hold on," Eret instructed as he mounted up in front of Svetta, "Skullcrusher's a lot faster than he looks. Let's go, mate!"

The large dragon launched himself into the air as the soldiers came in range, but quickly turned, flying quickly away from their arrows and spears.

"See Milady?" Cara laughed in relief. "We did it!"

"Just," Svetta reminded her before shutting her eyes tight. "Oh, this is high," she mumbled.

Glancing over his shoulder, Eret noticed Svetta's eyes shut tightly against the wind as they climbed into the sky.

"Open your eyes, Princess," Eret encouraged as Skullcrusher levelled out on the home stretch to Berk. "Or you'll miss the best view of your life."

Slowly, Svetta opened her eyes. Squinting slightly in the wind, she looked out to see the clouds drifting around her and the ocean far below, sparkling in the afternoon sun.

"Great Goddess," she whispered, awestruck. Turning, she met Cara's eyes behind her and they shared a smile.

"This is awesome!" Cara cheered into the wind. "Wahoo!"

Laughing with her friend, Svetta could help but agree as she cautiously reached out to touch a cloud, the moisture tickling her hand.

"Whoa," she whimpered slightly as she lost her balance and wrapped her arms more firmly around Eret's waist.

"You're alright," Eret told her, placing a large hand over hers. Feeling she may be holding too tightly, Svetta loosened her grip. "You're in safe hands, Princess."

Skullcrusher turned his head and let out a gentle 'huff' sound, as if to agree with his rider, and Svetta felt her fear fade as she met the dragon's eyes.

'Trust me,' they seemed to say.

'Alright," Svetta answered in her mind. 'I'll trust you.' And with that, Skullcrusher resumed watching ahead, looking for the first signs of home.

Looking back to Eret, Svetta met his gaze as best as she could.

"Thank you," she told him, placing a hand on his shoulder, "for coming to get us."

"Oh, this is just the beginning Princess," Eret assured her cockily. "Just wait till you get to Berk. Everything will change, then."

"Ready when you are," Cara said eagerly.

"Absolutely," Svetta agreed, taking a deep breath, her heart pounding, yet feeling lighter than she could ever remember it being.

'So _this_ is what freedom feels like,' she thought.

~..~..~..~..

"_What?"_ Svalgard demanded of the soldiers before him.

"We saw Svetta and her maid being carried off by a large dragon," he repeated slowly.

"So _why_ do I not have that dragon's _head_?" Svalgard asked in forced calm, his voice low with anger.

"We tried," another soldier spoke up quickly, "But it was too far away for our arrows."

Svalgard was seething as he paced the captains quarters.

"The Berk Chieftain's kidnapped my daughter," he surmised. "He thinks I won't attack him if he has her."

"Do you suppose she'll be used as a bargaining chip?" The first soldier asked.

"A deal," Svalgard nodded thoughtfully. "He hands over my daughter if we leave his lands in peace. Well," Svalgard thumped a fist on the table, "that's not how I work. I'll _take_ my daughter back and destroy everything on that island of his to find her if I have to. _No one_ takes anything of _mine_!" He paused in his fury for a moment as a thought occurred to him.

"How did he even _get _Svetta?" He wondered aloud. "She was in her room, wasn't she?"

"I believe so, sir," a soldier spoke up quickly, "Just as you ordered."

"Sire!"

Svalgard looked up to see his brother in law enter the room.

"What is the meaning of this intrusion, Brom?" Svalgard asked.

"Svetta's gone," Brom informed his King.

"I know," Svalgard informed him. "These men saw her get kidnapped by a dragon right off the beach! How could this happen? Foolish girl, always going off on her own. She was probably 'studying the sea life' or some other nonsense of hers. _Just_ like her mother."

"She wasn't kidnapped," Brom was quick to assure his King, holding out a piece of paper. "I found this in her room. She's taken up the Berk Chief's offer of travelling to the Island to learn about their dragons."

"You're not serious?" Svalgard asked sceptically, snatching up the parchment to read.

"You are serious," he corrected himself, his eyes scanning the words rapidly.

"So, she's not in danger?" One of the soldiers queried.

"Of _course_ she is!" Svalgard screwed up the parchment, before tearing it in half in frustration. "Foolish, naive, _gullible_ girl!"

"Sire," Brom tried to calm his king down, "the Berk Chief invited anyone who wished it to his island, to learn about his dragons. Svetta simply accepted his offer. She _wasn't _kidnapped. She went of her own accord."

"The more fool her," Svalgard hissed before taking a deep breath, his mind racing. "Don't you see?" he asked Brom and his men patiently. "They've taken advantage of her innocent nature, and used this invitation to secure themselves a _hostage_."

"You saw the Berkian Chief, Majesty," Brom disagreed. "You yourself said his heart was too gentle for war. Do you really think a man like that would secure a hostage in such a way?"

"_Yes_," Svalgard exclaimed. "For a heart as gentle as his could never do something as direct as kidnapping. One such as he would feel better using pretty words and promises to take what they want."

Storming passed the group, Svalgard exploded onto the deck.

"My daughter, the Princess has been taken by the enemy!" He announced, gaining the attention of all within earshot. "We must prepare ourselves for an invasion of berk, to reclaim my daughter and destroy those who would dare take what is mine! Talking and council is over. Prepare for war!"

A cheer rose up from the soldiers as they hurried about to ready the ships and spread the order and as Svalgard spun to re enter his cabin, Brom quickly followed.

"Sire," he began carefully as he shut the door behind him. "You don't seriously believe Svetta kidnapped, do you? I read the letter myself."

"Of course not," Svalgard stated. "The chief of Berk is too soft for such treachery."

"Then why tell the men she's been kidnapped?" Brom queried.

"What matters, is that I now have given the men a solid reason to invade," Svalgard answered calmly. "I've turned my daughter's foolishness to my advantage."

"But Svetta will be gaining knowledge of Berk during her stay," Brom spoke up. "Aren't you the one who always says 'knowledge is power'?"

"Yes," Svalgard nodded. "And when she is returned to me, I will use that knowledge to ensure my victory."

Raising his eyes, he met his brother in law's with a steely gaze.

"Knowledge is power, Brom," he stated coolly. "And I know the men well. They respect and fear me, but they are very... _fond_ of Svetta. Like brothers protecting a precious sister, they will do anything for her. Even if it's against my orders: such as teaching her to use a bow, or staff or sword."

Svalgard stepped closer to Brom.

"Yes, I know her education has been more colourful than I had wanted, still I saw no harm in letting her play games. Makes her a more interesting bridal prospect in the future." Svalgard smiled in a way that made a chill run along Brom's spine, yet he maintained his mask.

"Knowledge _is_ power, Brom," Svalgard told him quietly. "The men can _think_ anything I want them to, but_ I_ _know_. I always make a point of keeping my friends close. And my enemies _closer_."

Brom's mind was racing, yet kept his gaze steady.

"What enemies do you have left, Sire?" Brom queried. "All who have stood against you have fallen or joined you."

"Joined me?" Svalgard repeated curiously. "You mean like you, Brom?" He stepped closer. "Your precious sister died one night, and then the next day, rather than vow revenge, you swore to serve. To lead my army to my victory."

"And I have done so, Majesty," Brom reminded the King. "Just as I swore, I have done so."

Svalgard's smile was as chilling as his eyes.

"That you have Brom," he nodded slowly. "You are always a man of your word, after all. No matter how long it takes: you keep your promises..._Don't you_?" Svalgard's smile was colder than the ice flows that travelled the ocean currents outside.

Brom swallowed.

_Did he know? _

~..~..~..~..

Author's note: So, what do you think?

I realise that having the Dragons come from another world may seem a little farfetched, though if you look at the many myths and legends, there are many stories of people wondering into the 'Otherworld' or being taken away by fairies. The Vikings believed in Valhalla and their own gods, and if Valhalla is a world separate to this one, and the Gods can influence this world from Asgard but are not directly part of it, is it such a stretch to believe that there are _other_ worlds and beings that are similar? Dragons, fairies, mermaids, and gnomes for example? I remember Hiccup's introduction in the first movie : _"Vikings think that a hideous name will frighten off gnomes and trolls."_ So Dragons are clearly not the _only_ 'magical' creatures they believe in, they're just the ones we've seen. (Opens up a few other possibilities, doesn't it? Maybe something like 'Thor' and the 'Multiverse' that we see in the Marvel movies, but I digress...)

Besides, I know there are many rumours of all the dragons dying, due to the '_There were dragons when I was a boy' _opening line in the books. However, I love dragons too much to want to write of them dying, so I thought a better idea would be for them to go into hiding. They wouldn't be safe from people like Drago or Daggur, or in this case, Svalgard, if they hid in our world, so I thought having them travel to another world would be safer for them. I haven't yet decided _how_ I'm going to end this story: with the dragons being killed in a great war, or fleeing to Dragon haven, (hence the title) or even creating a world where dragons can stay forever (that would be awesome!), but no matter the outcome, I'm planning for Toothless and Flighty to be key elements (again, hence the title).

Also, it was only really during this chapter that I got a more solid idea on what my main original characters were essentially like.

Cara is a girl Brom saved from a cruel fate when she was fifteen (to be mentioned in a later chapter). And rather than become depressed, Cara uses her past experiences to remind her to enjoy life and not hide. In terms of life experience, Cara is more knowledgeable, and while she is Svetta's maid, and acts accordingly, she has had an influence in slowly brining Svetta out of her shell and showing the princess just what she had been missing out on in the world. She is rather the opposite of Svetta in many ways, (hence me trying to show that in how they look) and so they often complement each other, and learn from each other: Svetta encouraging caution and sense, and Cara showing the importance of taking a stand and making fun memories.

Svetta is someone who has been kept in an 'ivory tower' of sorts most of her life. She's only been allowed to go to certain places and learn certain things and her upbringing has been very strict on what is expected of her. Yet, as she has grown older, she has become aware of the gaps in her knowledge and experience, and has wanted to learn more for herself. Even so, she still doesn't know much about how the world works and, as such, can be rather innocent in that regard. She sees this trip to Berk as her first step into real independence, and while she is used to relying on others, or books, for knowledge, she is looking forward to learning for herself. She's going to realise just how much she has been 'caged' all her life and learn to trust herself more.

Brom is a man who has been carrying one hell of a secret for over twenty years. He's been wanting to find a way to remove Svalgard from the throne but knows the King well enough to know that a direct approach wouldn't work. His sister's last request to get Svetta back her birthright of ruling the Celtic Isles has been his main goal, yet he has had to do this by biding his time, and using every acting ability he has to show he is loyal to Svalgard. He has spent the years in charge of Svalgard's army using the kings own trick of handpicking men or turning them to his cause of supporting Svetta when the time comes, and now that Chaos Dragons have appeared, he sees it as a sign that the time is right to overthrow the King, yet he must try to keep Svalgard believing him loyal or else everything could fail at the last minute.

Svalgard, I wanted to be ruthless, yes, but not just the 'kill them all' type bad guy we're used to seeing in these sorts of stories. I really wanted to try and show a man who was manipulative and saw things five steps ahead, like a chess player. Someone who enjoys the power and control that having knowledge gives him and the ruthless ambition to use that knowledge to his advantage, no matter the collateral damage. That's why I had the chapter end on a bit of a cliff hanger, because I wanted both Brom and the reader to be left thinking: How much does Svalgard actually know?

As for Sven, he's probably the least developed so far of my original characters, as I wanted Svalgard to essentially be the puppet master and Sven the puppet. However, Sven isn't completely under his father's control, as has been shown when Sven talks to Svetta about council meetings and he was also the one who taught her weapons, along with some of the soldiers in the army. He was also the one who convinced Svalgard to allow Svetta to accompany them on this trip North, when she wouldn't usually be allowed out of the castle grounds. I see Sven as being a product of his upbringing, to be sure, but he does still have his mother's influence, for when it comes to his sister, he does show compassion and heart. I'm just not sure yet how much of Sven is made of his father's influence, how much of his mother's and how much is himself. He's still a work in progress, sorry.

SNEEK PEEK: I'm thinking of bringing Drago and Dagur into the story in a later chapter, for while they have been defeated by Hiccup and the riders in the past, neither seem the type to just give up. And in the series, Dagur mentions he has a sister, but we've never met her. I'd like to try and work her into the story too, if possible. Or is that too many characters?

I think that's all the explanations for this chapter, please leave a review below, as I love to hear feedback and would like to hear your opinions please. Do my explanations, theories and ideas make sense?


	9. Meet and Greet

Author's note: Hello everybody! Thanks for your staying with me on this, I know it's been a while since I've updated and I'm so sorry. It's just a mixture of work, life, and other stories getting in the way. So, without further ado, here is Chapter 9. I hope you like it.

~..~..~..~..

"There it is, Princess," Eret gestured proudly to the island that was rapidly getting larger on the horizon as they flew towards it at dragon speed. "Welcome to Berk."

Reclaiming his horn from Svetta, Eret blew hard, announcing their arrival.

As they swooped low over the harbour, Svetta noticed a great wall being built along the cliffs. Dragons were lifting large sheets of metal, and their fiery breath welded them together.

"Woah," Cara whispered at the half-built wall. "How long have you guys been working on _that_?"

"Since the meeting this morning," Eret replied casually.

"What?" Svetta exclaimed. "But, it's nearly finished! It would normally take _weeks_."

"Many dragons make light work," A voice called, and Svetta looked around to see the young chief she'd met this morning, flying alongside them on his black dragon. "Welcome to Berk, Princess."

"Uh...Thank you, Chief Hiccup," Svetta answered. "It's already proving enlightening."

"You haven't seen anything yet," Hiccup smiled. "Now, let me show you our academy."

Together, Eret and Hiccup directed their dragons towards the Academy, and in a matter of minutes, the pair had swooped through the iron portcullis, where Fishlegs could be found, cleaning up the arena.

"Oh, hey Chief. Hi Eret," the large man greeted brightly, if wearily. "My class just left for the day."

"How'd it go?" Hiccup asked curiously as he dismounted.

"About the same as yesterday," Fishlegs admitted with a sigh before spotting their new guests. "Uh..." he began awkwardly as Eret helped Svetta and Cara down from his dragon. "Is this who I think it is?" He whispered aside to Hiccup.

"Fishlegs," Hiccup began formally. "My I introduce you to Princess Svetta, daughter of King Svalgard," The blond woman curtsied, bowing her head, "And..." Hiccup trailed off suggestively, not knowing her companion.

"My handmaiden and best friend, Cara," Svetta supplied and Cara bobbed a curtsey.

"It's an honour to meet you, Chief Hiccup," she greeted formally.

"Oh, please," Hiccup waved a hand dismissively, "call me Hiccup, both of you. And this," he gestured to his large friend, "is my friend Fishlegs, one of the teachers at our Dragon Academy."

"It's an honour, Princess," Fishlegs drew himself up quickly, trying to straighten his tunic as he did so. "And it's a pleasure to meet you as well, Cara. Any friend of Hiccup's is more than welcome at this Academy."

"A pleasure to meet you as well, Master Fishlegs," Svetta nodded again, this time fighting a smile. Cara, however, was less discreet.

"_Hiccup_ and _Fishlegs_?" The redhead whispered to her friend. "What is with these names?"

"Viking tradition," Hiccup answered, catching the comment, and Cara jumped guiltily at being overheard. "Vikings believe a hideous name with frighten off gnomes and trolls."

"Really?" Svetta asked curiously. "Back home, gnomes and trolls can give financial rewards if you take care of them. You often pass offerings to gnomes, fairies and mermaids while travelling through the Celtic Isles."

"And Dragons?" Hiccup pressed.

Svetta let out a sigh.

"There used to be," she nodded, "but even now, the faery folk are being seen less and less in our lands. They started to disappear as the dragons did."

"Maybe if the dragons come back," Fishlegs spoke up, "then the others will too?"

"Here's hoping," Svetta said.

"So," Hiccup began thoughtfully, "would you like a tour of the island? Then we can start by introducing you to some of our dragons."

"Oh, before that, I have something to give you," Svetta suddenly remembered and she removed the bag she had slung over her shoulder, and removed a large book with a black cover. "A peace offering," she explained, holding it out to the Chief. "Although," she admitted. "I _would _like it back. It's the only thing I have left of my mother. But feel free to read and copy as much as you like." She assured the chief.

"What is it?" Hiccup asked curiously, accepting the book. Flipping it open, he was stunned to see numerous pictures of dragons, ones that he had never seen before. They had large, muscular bodies, serpent like necks and large bat-like wings.

"My mother's personal Book of Dragons," Svetta explained fondly. "Given to each Celtic Royal to study and add to. While she was alive, we had great libraries filled with books, and a whole section devoted to dragons and all manner of otherworldly creatures, from mermaids and fairies to gnomes and trolls." She smiled sadly before lowering her eyes. "When my father gained power," she continued, "he ordered all of the books to be burned. But I found my mother's book hidden in my room. I think she hid it there to protect it, so something of the dragons would be remembered. Not even my uncle Brom knows I have it," she admitted.

"And you're lending this to me?" Hiccup asked, surprised.

"You're sharing your knowledge of dragons with me," Svetta reminded him. "It seems only fair that I share what I can. After all, if knowledge isn't shared," she shrugged, "how will anyone learn anything?"

"Thank you, Princess," Hiccup told her sincerely. "I look forward to studying it." Scanning the pages, Hiccup realised there was going to be a problem.

"I can't read this," he stated.

"Oh, sorry, it's in Gaelic, not Nordic," Svetta apologised quickly, mentally smacking her forehead. "But, I can help you translate it." She offered.

"I'll do it," Eret spoke up, gaining the attention of the group. The man shrugged.

"I understand both," he informed them. "My parents were Celtic, yet I grew up around here."

"Thanks Eret," Hiccup said gratefully, passing back the book, "I appreciate it. This could put a whole new chapter in our book of Dragons."

"Oh, you can read?" Svetta asked Eret curiously. "I recall you spending more time playing with wooden swords than books."

"I'm the whole package, I'll have you know," Eret defended himself cockily. "Brawn _and_ brain."

"Then you can prove it by helping to translate it tonight in the Great Hall," Hiccup turned the banter back to the point. "Now, I need to go see Gobber about Toothless' new tail. I need to get Toothless a tail to allow him to fly on his own," Hiccup explained quickly to the two guests as he mounted his dragon. "I promise to give you both a full tour as soon as I'm done."

"I realise you must be busy, Chief Hiccup," Svetta nodded in understanding. "However, I feel I may only have a couple of days at most before my father arrives."

"I know," Hiccup nodded. "I apologise, but I must see to my people's safety first."

"Fishlegs and I can take care of the Ladies, Chief," Eret supplied, stepping forward. "There's no dragon that I can't wrangle, so I'm sure I can teach our guests a thing or two about handling dragons."

"And I am a teacher here at the Academy," Fishlegs was quick to add. "I'd be happy to share my knowledge of dragons with our guests. It would be an honour," he added, turning to bow to the two women.

"Perfect," Hiccup sighed with relief. "Thanks guys. You two are in very capable hands," he told Svetta and Cara. "And believe me, what you will learn here with change everything you thought you knew. But now I have to ensure the safety of my people if we can't change Svalgard's mind."

Svetta watched as the black dragon carried his rider up out of the academy arena and over the village.

"I get the feeling my presence here is an inconvenience," Svetta mumbled.

"Nah, Hiccup's just trying to do everything himself," Eret told her. "He wants peace, but he still has to prepare for war, just in case. So," he gestured to his dragon with a flourish, "can I take you for a tour of the island, Princess?"

"Thank you, Good Sir," Svetta curtsied with a smile before turning to Skullcrusher, still a little cautiously. "I think I'm getting the hang of flying."

"Oh, wait, you haven't met my dragon yet," Fishlegs gained the attention of the women before gesturing his gronkle forward.

"This beautiful girl is Meatlug," he introduced formally, and showed Cara how to hold her hand out until Meatlug gently placed her snout into the woman's palm.

"Whoa," Cara grinned before turning to Svetta excitedly. "Look Milady, I'm touching a dragon!" She laughed.

"You can ride with Fishlegs and Meatlug then," Eret suggested, sending a wink to Fishlegs, who did his best to avoid flushing scarlet. What did Eret think he was doing? Fishlegs wondered. Didn't the man know he was trying to win Ruffnutt?

"I hope you'll take care of Cara, Master Fishlegs," Svetta told the large man firmly.

"Oh, of course Your Majesty!" Fishlegs appeared unsure whether to bow or salute, and so settled for doing both for good measure. "It would be an honour, and a privilege, and-"

"Alright, Lad," Eret interjected as the poor man looked set to faint from nerves at being addressed by royalty. "Calm down before you embarrass yourself."

"Sorry," the blond man swallowed nervously.

~..~..~..~

Hiccup was overseeing Gobber take Toothless' measurements for his new tail, while making some adjustments to the town's water supply project. He wanted to see if there was a way to have water flowing into people's homes through a pipe system, similar to their fire prevention system, so that the villagers wouldn't have to keep travelling to the well all the time.

"If we can keep the pipe system underground," Hiccup considered thoughtfully as he studied the plans spread out on the table, "it should make it easier to get the water through the town and protect them from freezing over during devastating winter."

"Hiccup!"

Hurrying out of the forge, Hiccup was just in time to see Snotlout and the twins land in the plaza.

"Hey guys," he greeted. "How are the defences coming?"

"Great!" Snotlout answered proudly. "Not even Hookfang could tear those walls down."

"Believe it," Tuffnut spoke up brightly. "We tested it. We got Hookfang so riled up, I thought he'd explode! Shame the wall held though." He added wistfully. "That would've made the scene _glorious_."

"It was beautiful." Ruffnut sighed. "The flames heated up the metal until it was _red hot_, but even when Hookfang rammed it, it _still _held!"

Snotlout lifted his head proudly. He'd finally figured out the way to catch Ruff's attention, and the answer had stared him right in the face: She'd _always_ loved mayhem.

"Never let it be known I can't show a woman a good time," he preened.

Hiccup sighed. This wasn't exactly what he'd had in mind when he'd assigned the three to help set up the iron wall surrounding the village.

"Hey," Snotlout saw the look on his chief's face and spoke up defensively before Hiccup could open his mouth. "The point is: The iron wall was tested for strength, and it _held_. If Svalgard attacks," he finished smugly. "Our villagers are safe while we Dragon Riders send the enemy packing."

"Fair enough," Hiccup conceded, nodding.

"Now _that's _gonna be fun!" Tuffnut cheered. "Total annihilation!"

"Hopefully, we can avoid that," Hiccup said firmly. "We want to avoid war if possible. The wall is just a precaution."

"Where's the fun in that?" Ruff asked.

"Nowhere," Tuff snorted.

"Oh, some things never change," Hiccup mumbled. "Look, the Princess just arrived," he hurried to explain only to be cut off by his burly cousin.

"You brought her _here_?" Snotlout exclaimed. "She's the_ enemy_!"

"She could be our only chance at avoiding war," Hiccup stressed." So I want you guys to be on your best behaviour, alright? We need her to _like_ the dragons here."

"Oh," Ruff spoke up excitedly. "We could show her what happens if you sit on a Terrible Terror!"

"Classic," her brother smiled, bumping his fist with hers.

"I was hoping something not involving pain," Hiccup sighed.

"Where's the fun in that?" Tuff asked.

"Nowhere," Ruff answered.

"You said it, Babe," Snotlout was quick to agree and Hiccup struggled to fight a face palm.

"By the way," Tuff added. "We came to get you."

"Why?" Hiccup asked.

"It was... something important," Tuff frowned as he tried to remember.

"You are such a _moron_," Ruff rolled her eyes at her brother.

"What is it?" Hiccup asked impatiently before Tuff could think of a retort, which Hiccup knew, could sometimes take a while.

"We saw Beserker ships headed this way, Chief," Snotlout reported seriously.

The fact that Snotlout actually called him 'Chief' told Hiccup he really _wasn't_ kidding.

"Oh, that's just what we need," Hiccup groaned. "_Two_ armadas."

"Beserkers?" Gobber queried, exiting the forge. "I thought we got rid of Dagur years ago?"

"Well, sounds like they're back," Hiccup stated. "And I never really expected Dagur to just give up," he admitted. He turned to Gobber. "How long until Toothless' new tail is finished?"

"I'll work on it all day, Chief," Gobber admitted. "I'm working as fast as I can."

"Thank you," Hiccup told the blacksmith, before calling Toothless to him.

"Show me where the ships are," Hiccup instructed his friends. Mounting his dragon, the Chief of Berk flew into the air, following his friends towards the harbour.

~..~..~..~..

Dagur the Deranged, Chief of the Beserker Tribe, stood at the prow of his lead ship, his dark eyes roving over the Island of Berk.

"Finally," he whispered gleefully. "It's time." He'd spent years reassembling his armada, increasing the training of his soldiers and gaining more recruits through fair means or foul for this moment.

"The Island of Berk and its dragons will fall," Dagur grinned with anticipation. "And Hiccup will beg for mercy at my feet."

~..~..~..~..

Eret and Fishlegs landed their dragons once again in the academy, having done a fly-by-dragon tour over the island.

"Berk is a lot bigger than it first appears," Cara commented as Fishlegs helped her down from Meatlug's saddle.

"And your dragons clearly help with more than just the defences," Svetta added as Eret steadied her back onto solid ground. "Who built all those contraptions with the water pipes?"

"Hiccup did," Fishlegs answered proudly. "Our Chief's the best when it comes to designing new things for the village."

"Perhaps his inventions could be something that could be traded with later?" Svetta wondered aloud. "They're remarkable."

"He's currently working on a system to pump water right into people's houses, so we don't have to keep travelling to the well during deep winter," Fishlegs added. "He's calling it 'indoor plumbing'."

"Indoor plumbing?" Svetta repeated curiously. "How is that possible?"

"That's what he's working on. And if anyone can figure out how something can be done," Fishlegs nodded proudly, "it's our Chief."

"Impressive," Svetta commented.

"You can ask Hiccup about it later, when we translate your book of Dragons," Eret told her. "Now, shall we move to your first lesson in dragon training?"

"You have my undivided attention, Master Eret," Svetta told the man with a smile.

Eret smiled, liking the sound of that. "Very well. As you're already friends with Scullcrusher, we'll start you off with him."

Hearing a sound, Svetta turned to see Fishlegs dragging a large barrel of fish forward.

"Now, first you need to make a bond with your dragon," Fishlegs informed Svetta and Cara, as Eret tipped a wheelbarrow full of large rocks onto the ground. "And the best way to do that, is feeding time." Picking up a rock, Fishlegs threw it to Meatlug, who ate it greedily.

"Meatlug eats rocks?" Cara wondered, her mouth agape.

"Meatlug is a gronkle, one of the most common of the bolder class dragons," Fishlegs explained in his best 'teacher' voice. "The rocks they eat are melted down in their fiery gut, where the minerals are absorbed into the body. The left over remains of the rock are then expelled in lava form from the gronkle's mouth, giving them their fire ability."

"But most dragons eat fish," Eret added, tossing a large salmon into the air, which Scullcrusher snapped up. He offered the barrel to Svetta.

"Have a go," he invited.

Eagerly, Cara lifted a relatively small rock from the pile and tossed it to Meatlug, who munched it with almost a purr of pleasure.

Svetta eyed the barrel of fish and wrinkled her nose at the smell.

"You want me to touch a raw fish?" Svetta asked distastefully and Eret raised an eyebrow.

"Wow, you've lived a sheltered life, haven't you? And here I thought you were a princess who wasn't afraid of getting your hands dirty," he challenged. "Do you want to do this or not?"

Swallowing, Svetta slowly reached into the barrel and picked up a large mackerel by the tail.

"Oh, gross," she mumbled, but seeing Eret fighting back a laugh hardened her resolve and she held the fish out to the large Rumblehorn.

"Here you go, boy," she offered.

Scullcrusher sniffed the fish in the woman's hands then, with surprising gentleness, took the fish into his mouth and swallowed to down whole.

"Wow," Svetta smiled, surprised at the large dragon's delicacy when eating. "He's a big softie under it all, isn't he?"

"Hey, he a tough lad, remember that," Eret defended. "He just knows how to behave around a lady. Now," Eret moved on, "you can try to touch him. Remember how Fishlegs showed Cara before?"

Eret demonstrated by holding out one hand inches from Scullcrusher's snout, until the large dragon rested his head against Eret's palm.

Nodding, Svetta held out her hand and after a moment, was rewarded when she felt the dry scales of Scullcrusher's muzzle pressed gently against her skin. Gasping in surprise, Svetta hadn't thought anything would happen so quickly, and she saw in the dragon's eyes that same solidarity she had seen when she's first flown on his back.

'Trust me' those eyes seemed to say.

"Wow," Svetta smiled, turning to Eret proudly.

"Raw fish aren't so bad, now, huh?" He asked with a smirk.

"No," Svetta admitted, patting Scullcrusher's head. The dragon closed his eyes lazily, as if enjoying it. "Not so bad."

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup peered through his spy glass, observing the fleet of ships in the water below.

"Great," he mumbled. "I have a visiting royal, and I now have to deal with Dagur the Deranged." He sighed, hoping Eret and Fishlegs were making their guests feel welcome while he was busy working.

"Okay, Dagur's clearly here for a reason," the young chief called to Snotlout and the twins, who flew alongside him. "And we don't have time for observation, when we've got Svalgard's armada waiting for us. So-"

"We can blast them?" Tuff asked excitedly.

"We'll confront Dagur directly, only attacking if he fires first," Hiccup clarified. "We're here to get answers."

Swooping towards the lead ship, Hiccup could easily spot the Beserker tribe's Chief by his horned helmet.

Dagur had spotted them too.

"Dragon riders!" Dagur called out, pointing directly at Hiccup, who was now close enough to see that familiar manic smile on the Beserker Chief's face.

"Hiccup!" Dagur greeted. "I was hoping you would come! I'd like a council."

Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief that Dagur was simply here to talk, though he also knew that relief was unlikely to last long.

"Sure thing, Dagur," Hiccup called, swooping Toothless down to land on the deck of the ship. Toothless snarled warily at the nearest Beserker soldiers, whose hands were straying to their weapons.

"Stay your swords," Dagur ordered. "No weapons are to be drawn during a parlay."

"So, Dagur," Hiccup greeted cautiously as Snotlout and the twins landed on the deck, their dragons rising to circle the mast of the ship, "what brings you back to Berk?"

But Dagur was busy staring at Hiccup, taking in his clothes and cloak.

"Why, Hiccup," Dagur observed, "Look at you: You're Chief now?"

Looking at his clothing, Hiccup realised he was still in the clothes he wore to council that morning.

"Uh, yeah," he figured he should admit it. "My father was killed in battle three years ago."

"In battle? How glorious!" Dagur crowed. "And now, you are free to lead your tribe as you wish, just like me! Oh, this day could turn out much better than I anticipated," he laughed eagerly.

"And how's that?" Hiccup asked, pretty sure he won't like whatever came out of Dagur's mouth.

"Well, ever since you last faced me in battle, I've spend years rebuilding my fleet to return to Berk," Dagur began. "I couldn't let you and your _Night Fury_," Dagur pointed at Toothless, who bared his teeth, "get away with humiliating me. And while years have passed, I have never forgotten you. I've been thinking about you, every day."

"Okay, that's just awkward," Hiccup mumbled.

"Your knowledge of dragons is impressive," Dagur admitted slowly. "And for years, I thought that was the main reason I kept on losing, but now I've realised: it's not just your dragon knowledge that helped you, but your riders at the academy." Dagur gestured to Snotlout and the twins, who glanced at each other in confusion. Where was Dagur going with this?

"They're loyal to you, _completely_," Dagur continued. "They would even die for you. My men never would have done that for me in the past. But now," Dagur gestured to the men on his ship, "I have a _new_ army of warriors who have been trained by the _best_, to follow my every order to the _death_."

"Really?" Hiccup asked, casting his eyes around the stony faced soldiers. "And who's 'the best'?"

"It's the bonds between soldiers that make them work as an effective team," a voice called, and Hiccup watched as the soldiers began to part to let someone through, saluting as they did so. "And I've found experiencing hardship and pain as a group creates the strongest bonds."

"Oh, Hiccup," Dagur spoke mockingly. "I don't believe you've actually met my sister, have you?"

"Uh," Hiccup began nervously. "No Dagur, I haven't."

Dagur grinned.

"Meet my little sister, Macy," he introduced with a flourish as a young woman stepped forward from the crowd.

She stood a head shorter than Dagur and her blond hair hung in countless braids that fell around her shoulders. Woven into her hair was everything from beads and feathers to arrowheads and even what looked like the claw of a Terrible Terror, the ornaments making a slight _clinking_ sound as she walked. She wore a studded black leather bodice and skirt, her bare skin seemingly impervious to the cold air, though her armoured shoulder blades and knee-high boots glinted in the sunlight. A sword was in a shoulder scabbard and she held a shining silver mace in her right hand, and a gleaming, ornate silver shield in her left. Macy's face would have been pretty, if it weren't for the sick smile and manic glint in her eyes.

"So, this is the famous Hiccup," she giggled in a way that made Hiccup think that the 'deranged' was actually a family trait. "Is he going to be my new doll, Dagur? Please? I need a new one."

"Doll?" Hiccup queried.

"Oh, that's what she calls the people she brings home to experiment on," Dagur explained casually. "She has a thing for..._learning_," he pronounced the word distastefully. "But, it's not all bad," he amended. "She was the one who moulded every member of my army into the perfect soldier. Some of our best torture tactics actually came from her, too."

"My last doll died while I was trying to figure out how to drain someone of blood _slowly_," Macy explained petulantly. "I mean: slitting someone's throat is fun – blood is such a beautiful shade of red- but you can't get them to _talk_. I found that cutting the wrists can work, but it still makes them pass out too quickly." She smiled. "I wanna know if there's a way to make it _last_."

"Oh, Gods," Hiccup moaned, feeling sick to his stomach. Macy sounded even worse than Dagur.

"And no, Macy, you can't have Hiccup," Dagur told his sister patronisingly. "He's mine. Oh don't _pout_," he whined, seeing the look on her face. "You can pick any of the others that you like."

Macy giggled again, eagerly.

"Uh, no one's getting _anyone_," Hiccup said vehemently, suddenly more terrified of Macy's delight than he'd ever been of Dagur's anger. "This is a council meeting, remember?"

"But I wanna show you what I've learnt!" Macy complained, suddenly dropping her mace and shield on the ground and running towards the closest Berkian, in this case: Tuffnut.

"Hey," Tuff backed away nervously. "I'm all for pain and stuff, but- ahh!"

Macy had thrust two fingers into a precise point above his collar bone and Tuff felt a flash of relief that the pain wasn't much, and was about to scoff that his sister could do better than that when she was five, when he suddenly realised he couldn't move his arm.

"What the-" Tuff yelped, spring back in shock. "My arm! I can't move my arm!"

Macy grinned, loving the shocked reaction.

"Pressure points," She explained proudly. "I found that there are certain points of the body that when given sharp pressure, can cause pain, cut off blood flow, or even kill, if done right."

"That's new," Tuffnut had to admit, he was impressed. "Cool. What's the most painful one you've got?"

Macy frowned in confusion. This wasn't the normal reaction.

"What?"

"It better be good," Tuff continued. "I once jumped into a Fireworm nest. Trust me: those little dragons really _do_ burn as hot as the sun. It was _awesome_!"

Macy's jaw dropped.

"You got roasted by dragons..." she breathed "and you _enjoyed_ it?"

"Pain's cool," Tuff stated casually. "Especially if it's someone else's."

"Oh, I couldn't agree more," a slow smile began to spread across Macy's face.

"Uh, Tuffnutt," Hiccup cautioned, but Tuff didn't seem to recognise the danger he was walking into.

"Hey, can you show me that dead arm thing, so I can do it on my sister?" Tuff asked Macy eagerly. "And what else can you do?"

Macy's smile grew wider and she started to giggle once more.

"Uh," Ruffnut spoke up, worried. "We should get out of here, _now_."

"Why?" Tuff wondered before yelping as Macy grabbed the front of his vest in a tight grip.

"I found my new doll, Dagur," Macy called to her brother cheerily. "I want _this_ one!" She brought her face closer to Tuff until her lips were almost brushing his skin.

"Let's find out how much you really enjoy pain," she whispered in delight.

"Okay, time to go!" Hiccup announced and Ruff quickly used her spear to shove Macy away from her brother.

"The only one allowed to torture my brother is me," she said firmly, grabbing her brother's vest and whistling to their Zippleback.

"No, wait, I- Woah!" Tuffnutt objected as his sister shoved him towards Belch, and the dragon tossed his rider onto his back. "I wanted to learn that pressure point stuff!" He finished.

"Sorry, Tuff, not today," Hiccup told him as he kept an eye on the soldiers surrounding them. "You'll thank us later. Dagur," he caught the Beserker Chief's attention. "You know there is to be no harm caused during a parlay of Chiefs, yet your sister attacked one of my Riders."

Dagur smiled in anticipation.

"Are you declaring war against the slight to your precious rules Hiccup?" He asked.

"You know me, Dagur, I do my best to avoid a fight," Hiccup reminded him as he bought time for Snotlout and the twins to get into the air. "So I'll leave you with a warning. You may have developed your skills and soldiers over the years, but so have I. If you decide to attack Berk, it will end as it has always done: With our dragons sending you running."

"Yeah!" Tuffnut cheered. "Taking down two armies! Awesome!"

"Two armies?" Dagur repeated.

Hiccup sent Tuff a glare over his shoulder. He'd been hoping Dagur wouldn't find out about Svalgard.

"You've been warned, Dagur," Hiccup finished quickly. "You attack Berk: it'll be your downfall."

Dagur watched as Hiccup and his riders launched into the air and made a beeline for their island.

"Two armies," he whispered thoughtfully.

"Someone else is going after Berk, brother?" Macy supposed.

"Not if I have anything to say about it," Dagur drew his sword and stuck it into the ship's railing vehemently. "Berk is mine."

"Wait," Macy caught her brother's shoulder, her mind racing. "Maybe we should find out more about this other army."

"Why?" Dagur asked, brandishing his sword once again. "We have to get to Berk before they do!"

"Or," Macy countered, disdainfully pushing the blade away from her face, "we can turn this to our advantage."

Dagur regarded his sister, watching the excitement build in her eyes, which meant only one thing: she had an idea.

And Macy's ideas were usually painful...for others.

"I'm listening," Dagur stated.

~..~..~..~..
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	10. Alliances
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~..~..~..~..

Svalgard was overseeing Brom and Sven during a sword fighting session when a soldier interrupted their training.

"There's someone asking for a council, sire," he announced to the King. "He says he can help you defeat the Dragon Master of Berk."

"I don't believe I need help," Svalgard commented as his brother in law and son sheathed their blades. "However, it couldn't hurt to hear an offer."

Emerging onto the deck of his ship, Svalgard once again found his soldiers gaping. However, this time, they were staring at a large ship that had drawn up alongside theirs. Now there was nothing remarkable about the ship itself, however there were several long, thick chains leading down from the bow of the ship into the ocean, where the waters were churning and frothing restlessly.

"King Svalgard," a voice called, and Svalgard took his gaze off the churning water to spy a large man cloaked in dragon skin standing at the strange ship's prow.

"I seek a council," the man stated softly.

Svalgard considered the large man standing before him, before turning his gaze back to the chains leading down to the churning water below.

"Let him aboard," he ordered. In moments, a gang plank was set up and the large man walked across the divide with slow confidence.

"Who do I welcome aboard my ship?" Svalgard asked the large man, who appeared to match him in stature, and commanded respect.

"I am Drago Bludvist," the man answered slowly, as he moved forward, and Brom's eyes widened as he recognised the name. "And I believe we can help each other, Svalgard. For we both desire the same thing."

"And what's that?"

"To liberate the people of this world of the dragons," Drago stated. "To destroy Berk, where the last dragon colony survives and rid the world of the dragon infestation once and for all."

Svalgard raised his chin, his curiosity piqued.

"And why do I need your help for that?" He asked. "I've proven myself capable of decimating dragon invested lands in the past."

"Yes, so I have heard," Drago admitted. "I passed the Celtic lands many years ago, where your reign had destroyed many nests. I took what was left for my dragon army."

"Dragon army?" Sven repeated, speaking up. "Why would anyone want a dragon army?"

"Well, it takes dragons to conquer other dragons," Drago smirked. "And the lands you've conquered in the past were not like Berk. They have riders," he reminded them. "You will not find it so easy to defeat as the others. But I," he continued, "I can gain control of the dragons on Berk. Make them turn on their riders. Then, Berk shall be defenceless," he grinned. "Ripe for the taking."

"How do you mean to control the dragons?" Svalgard asked sceptically.

Drago smiled before whirling his staff above his head with a loud cry and striking out at the many chains that dropped into the churning, frothing water.

Svalgard's ship rocked suddenly, causing many sailors to fall to the deck, caught off guard. Brom was able to prevent several sailors from falling overboard, Sven gripped the railing to hold himself steady, yet Svalgard and Drago both kept their feet planted firmly.

The water beneath them surged as three of the biggest dragons Sven had ever seen burst forth from the sea in a shower of water. One dragon was a deep blue, one a striking shade of purple, whereas the last was black, and appeared to be missing a tusk.

"Leviathans," Brom whispered in awe.

"The natural Alphas of the dragons," Drago introduced them calmly as Svalgard's army gaped. "No dragon can resist the command of the Alpha. So he who controls the Alpha, controls them all."

Svalgard appeared calm and calculating, though his mind was racing at the sight of three such large beasts. How could such creatures have existed without his knowledge?

"You also mentioned a dragon army?" Svalgard queried, to which Drago merely pointed skyward. Looking up, dozens of dragons were circling, high above them in the clouds.

"I've been searching for years," Drago explained. "And I believe I have finally found every last dragon in this world. So now, all the dragons left are either with me, or on Berk. And once I have destroyed Berk," Drago grinned, "I will destroy the dragons."

Brom clenched his fists reflexively, before calming himself. Eying his nephew, he was sad to see an almost eager look in the prince's eyes.

"So you will use your Alpha dragons to neutralise the dragons on Berk, leaving the people practically defenceless," Svalgard surmised. He didn't like the idea of working with dragons, but if it meant the lizards on Berk could be eradicated all the faster... "What do you want in return?" He asked.

"Half," Drago answered shortly, and Svalgard knew that 'half' meant half of all the profits. Though he also knew that 'half' often actually meant 'all', and he had to ensure the deal went his own way.

"Half sounds fair," Svalgard agreed slowly, his eyes scanning the massive beasts towering above the waves, not wanting to think of what damage they could do to his fleet if he refused. He figured it best to work with the power, than against it, in times such as these. Then, when the time is right, you take the power for yourself. Or destroy it, if you can't.

"Father?" Sven asked. It wasn't like the king to agree to something so readily.

"I have a daughter, Svetta" Svalgard continued, ignoring his son to focus on Drago Bludvist. "If you can ensure my victory over the dragons and the Berk Chief, you will have her hand in marriage, and her inheritance."

"Sire," Brom objected cautiously. "That's not how it's done. Our laws state-"

"We're not in the Celtic Isles anymore, Brom," Svalgard reprimanded his Army Chief, not taking his eyes off the large man before him. "Do we have a deal, Drago Bludvist? You ensure my victory and the destruction of the dragon race, and you will be made a royal, with your own kingdom to rule."

Drago considered a moment, before holding out a hand.

"Deal."

~..~..~..~..

"Father," Sven objected as he followed the king and his uncle back into the king's quarters once Drago had returned to his ship. "What are you doing?

"Finally putting Svetta to good use," Svalgard answered shortly. "She was always meant to be a bargaining chip, and now she can finally do what she was born for."

"But this isn't how it's done," Brom argued, thankful that Sven at least seemed to object to his father's plan. "What about the Games? Giving every suitor a chance to win her hand?"

"We aren't in the Celtic Isles, Brom," Svalgard repeated. "And what suitors have proven available to her? Besides, I am giving Drago the chance to prove himself, for he won't win Svetta until he ensures my victory."

"And what's this about Svetta being 'half'?" Sven continued. "I thought I was the sole heir to your kingdom, and Svetta would take on whatever estates she was wedded into?"

"I've always planned for you to be the sole heir, Sven," Svalgard informed him. "However, contrary to what your uncle and sister seem to think, I am aware that a kingdom can grow too great for one man to rule effectively. So, you will become the High King, when I am gone," Svalgard placed a hand on his son's shoulder, "ruling over my homeland in the West and these newly conquered Northern lands. Svetta, when married, will inherit the Celtic Isles, though she and her husband will have to answer to you. She will rule," he qualified, "but beneath you." He smiled slightly. "I am aware of my governing councils changing things to suit themselves, and so would prefer my lands to be ruled by my family, even Svetta. For then we can ensure she rules the Celtic Isles how you wish."

"You can do that?" Sven asked, for his father had never told him about this plan.

"The decree is being pushed through back home right now," Svalgard nodded.

"You have never spoken of this, to me, Sire," Brom spoke up, doing his best to control his tone. "When were you planning of informing me? I too am a member of your council, and so have a vote."

"But the majority of my council are back home Brom," Svalgard told him. "And as I need a majority vote, I thought it better for the change to be done there, than here, for you are only one man."

'And too far away to change the minds of the other council members,' Brom finished in his mind, clenching his teeth.

"And you would just let a man like Drago take on the Celtic Isles after he marries Svetta?" Sven stated flatly. "How is he worthy of any part of our kingdom?"

"He's not," Svalgard answered shortly. "Drago's only use will be to get rid of the dragons. Once all the dragons are destroyed, he will no longer have any use." Svalgard smiled as he saw realisation appear in his son's eyes.

"You're going to kill him as soon as he's done as he's promised," he nodded in understanding. "Svetta would be happy about that. I can't imagine she'd relish the idea of marrying Drago."

"When the time comes, she'll marry who she's told to," Svalgard waved his hand dismissively. "In the mean time, we can use her as a carrot on a stick, for men who want a piece of my profits."

Sven grinned, impressed.

"You thought of everything, Father," he congratulated. "I can see I still have more to learn."

"Don't worry, son," Svalgard assured him. "I don't plan on leaving this world anytime soon. You will learn to be as ruthless and cunning as you have to be to win in this world, mark my words."

As Brom saw the smile on Sven's face, he felt his heart fill with despair.

'I'm sorry, Linden,' he thought. 'I fear I have lost Sven. May the Great Goddess Cerridwen guide Svetta through the times ahead.'

~..~..~..~..

Flighty glided above the ocean, her eyes searching beneath the surface of the water for the fish she knew were there.

Spotting a flash of scales, Flighty changed direction slightly, just as Toothless had shown her, so that her shadow didn't fall over the fish, alerting them to her presence.

Sending a plasma blast into the water just in front of the fish caused them to fly into the air as they swam straight into the explosion. Triumphantly, the small Night Fury snapped up five fish, her mouth gaping as she struggled to get them all down.

A Night Fury call caught her attention and, turning, she spotted the Alpha, Toothless and two of the other dragons she'd met, flying above her, carrying their human riders.

Flighty flew up towards the Alpha eagerly, hoping he'd seen her using her improved fishing skills. Because of him, she now had a full stomach for the first time in her memory.

Toothless let out a pleased call as Flighty approached, proud of her. She'd really improved her fishing skills since he'd been teaching her, and the smaller Night Fury was finally gaining some much needed weight.

"Hey, Flighty," Hiccup greeted as the new girl fell in beside Toothless. "Good to see you're getting better at fishing. And just off the coast," Hiccup noted as they flew over the harbour towards the Academy. "Aren't you getting brave?"

"Toothless will have to do more than go fishing now, if he wants to keep impressing the new girl," Snotlout advised sagely. "I'm an expert on these things, you know."

"Oh really?" Hiccup asked, not even trying to hide his sarcasm.

As they swooped through the academy doors to land on the floor of the arena, they found Eret and Fishlegs continuing their dragon training with Svetta and Cara.

"Princess Svetta, Cara," Hiccup greeted as he dismounted. "I hope your lessons have been going well?"

"Your teachers here at the Academy are a credit to you, Chief Hiccup," Svetta smiled, gesturing to their two instructors. "I've learnt more about handling dragons in one afternoon than I ever learned through studying."

"Well, it's all about hands on experience," Eret commented proudly.

"And I think, tomorrow, we could take you two out to meet some wild dragons," Fishlegs announced. For Svetta and Cara had done miles better than his teenage students had. 'I guess it goes to show how a little maturity can help with your focus and dedication to learning,' he thought.

"Wild dragons?" Svetta repeated, and she couldn't tell whether her pounding heart was due to nerves or excitement. Maybe both?

"Really?" Cara asked eagerly. "You mean we can try and get our own dragon?"

"I don't see why not," Hiccup smiled at the enthusiasm. "After all, everyone on Berk has a dragon of their own. So why not you? You could then show your people how amazing dragons really are."

"Wait, wait, wait," Snotlout objected. "You want to give the enemy their own dragon firepower?"

"Snotlout," Hiccup warned.

"What?"

"I can understand why you would think I'm the enemy," Svetta spoke up for herself. "But I am not the same as my father."

Hiccup turned to his cousin.

"See?"He gestured to the princess. "Svetta's not the problem. Svalgard is."

But Snotlout stubbornly crossed his arms.

"How do you know she's not just pretending?" He continued. "For all we know, she could be here on a mission from Svalgard to gather information about us and our dragons so that he can defeat us all!"

"Whoa, so she's like a spy?" Tuffnut wondered aloud.

"I'm not!" Svetta defended herself quickly. "I swear! My father actually forbade me to come here!"

"That's just what a spy would say," Ruffnut dismounted her dragon and pointed her spear at Svetta accusingly.

"Ruffnut," Eret stepped in front of Svetta protectively, "put the spear down."

The order pulled Ruff up short.

"Wait. You're defending her?" she asked, gesturing with her spear towards the princess.

"Yes," Eret answered shortly. "She means no harm here. She's a guest. Now put the spear down."

"You!" Ruff turned her furious gaze onto Svetta. "What did you do?"

"Nothing!" Svetta answered automatically, not knowing what she was meant to have done.

Seeing the look on Ruff's face, Hiccup quickly moved forward.

"Okay, Ruff, calm down," Hiccup tried to placate the woman, to no avail.

"Get away from Eret now!" Ruff yelled at Svetta. "Or do you want to take a Viking on? We fight to the death, you know!"

Hiccup quickly disarmed Ruffnut and passed the spear safely to Fishlegs.

"Ruffnut," Hiccup placed himself in front of the woman firmly. "Svetta is here as a diplomatic guest, and so is under protection while on Berk."

"And how do you know she's not a spy?" Ruff argued glaring at the princess, who still stood warily behind Eret.

Hiccup paused. "I don't," he admitted. "Which is why I have Eret and Fishlegs looking after both Svetta and Cara. However, I do know that Svetta is not like her father," Hiccup added quickly, seeing Ruff was on the verge of attack. "At the Council of Chiefs she was one of the few to agree to anything other than war, so if we want to avoid battle, we must trust that she can influence her father. The Princess is here on my invitation, Ruffnut," Hiccup pressed. "And if you attack her that will be considered an act of war."

Clenching her fists, wishing she still held her spear, Ruffnut took a deep breath before sending a final glare in Svetta's direction.

"For the record," Ruff told her, "I wouldn't trust you as far as I could throw you."

"And she could actually throw you pretty far," Tuff spoke up. "She once threw me into the path of a wild Monstrous Nightmare. It was awesome!"

"I can understand why you wouldn't trust me," Svetta directed her comment to the woman who continued to regard her with suspicion. "And I don't blame you, as I am, after all, the daughter of the man trying to take over your homeland. However," she was quick to qualify, raising her hands defensively as Ruff's fists clenched once again, "as your Chief has said: I do want a more peaceful resolution, and so I accepted his invitation to come to Berk, against my father's wishes. My father would more likely punish me than praise me next time he sees me, for defying his orders."

Ruffnut regarded the Princess silently, stone faced.

"I'd like a front row seat for that," she said, turning to re mount her dragon. "Come on Barf," she told her dragon sullenly. "Let's go and break something."

"Uh, right behind you, Babe," Snotlout called to Ruffnut as he urged Hookfang to follow the twins' Zippleback through the arena door.

"Well, that was horrible," Hiccup sighed, turning to Svetta and Cara apologetically. "I am so sorry for Ruffnut, ladies."

"I thought you handled that pretty well, Hiccup," Fishlegs told the Chief, his own heart pounding after what had nearly happened. "Although, the twins have loved causing trouble ever since we were kids."

"I think there was more to it than that," Cara commented aside to Svetta, who frowned in confusion. "Tell you later, Milady." Cara smiled.

"It's alright, Chief Hiccup," Svetta turned her attention to the Berk Chief. "I apologise for causing trouble. I don't blame your Riders for being suspicious. I just hope I can gain their trust."

"You will," Eret assured the princess, gaining her attention.

"Thank you for coming to my defence," Svetta said gratefully. "You didn't have to do that."

"Hey, like the Chief said," Eret gestured to Hiccup, a little awkwardly, "you're a diplomatic guest under protection."

"And you appear to be doing a good job of that, Eret," Hiccup commented with a raised eyebrow.

"Just doing my duty, Chief," Eret defended, back to his cocky self.

The sound of a commotion got everyone's attention and they looked around to see Toothless and Flighty playfully chasing each other around the arena. Skullcrusher and Meatlug had to move quickly to get out of the way, lest they get bowled over.

"Fishlegs, look," Hiccup laughed in amazement. "Flighty's not even remotely afraid anymore."

"Toothless has really brought her out of her shell," Fishlegs observed.

At that moment, Flighty, being so focused on catching Toothless' tail, didn't even see how close she was to the group of humans, and soon knocked Svetta off her feet.

"Whoa, you alright?" Eret asked as he helped her up.

"Yes, fine," Svetta answered, not taking her eyes off the black dragon who was now crouching before her, still and staring. Taking a deep breath, Svetta slowly moved forward, only to have Flighty back away just as much.

"You're afraid of me?" Svetta asked in confusion. Fishlegs opened his mouth to explain, only to have Hiccup raise a hand to stop him, glancing at Eret to signal he stay back, unless needed. He wanted to see how Svetta would do on her own.

Cara watched hopefully as slowly, Svetta lowered herself to a crouch, making herself as small as possible. Curiously, she tilted her head, studying this dragon she had only ever heard about in stories. Flighty tilted her own head, mirroring Svetta's gesture.

"Chaos dragon," Svetta's voice seemed far away. "Mother used to say you were the greatest of them all. Uncle Brom says that while all dragons can see into your heart, you can see into the souls of others."

Cautiously, the princess crept closer to the black dragon.

"My people once revered your kind and called you friend," she told Flighty as she slowly extended a hand towards her. "And I hope one day all of you will be able to return to our land."

Cautiously, Flighty began to creep forward and the humans held their collective breath.

"Trust me," Svetta whispered, no longer aware of the others around her as she met Flighty's large green eyes, and she could swear, the dragon truly could see into her soul. Shifting herself so she knelt on one knee, Svetta bowed her head, her hand still extended.

"I swear on my family's name," she vowed, "to do everything I can to ensure the dragons are protected, and the war between humans and dragons ends once and for all."

Cara felt her heart leap as the black dragon pressed her nose into Svetta's palm at her words.

Svetta raised her head before slowly getting to her feet.

"Thank you," she whispered, running her fingers over the smooth black scales.

"When a Chaos Dragon is seen," Cara quoted, "a kingdom will fall."

"And a new order will rise," Svetta finished with a nod before turning to the Chief. "Hopefully one of peace," she added with a smile.

"I'm sure it will be," Hiccup said surely. "Especially now that you've found your dragon," he gestured to Flighty.

"Nice dragon wrangling there, Princess," Eret smiled proudly as Flighty resumed her game with Toothless.

"Thank you." Svetta smiled at him. "I had a good teacher."

~..~..~..~..

As the sun began to get lower in the sky, Hiccup landed Toothless at Gothi's house and entered to find Astrid slowly getting to her feet.

"Astrid," Hiccup hurried forward. "You shouldn't be up yet."

"I'm tired of bed," Astrid announced, pushing his hands away stubbornly. "I feel better, and with everything going on, I want to do something to help."

"You can help," Hiccup said firmly as he gently pushed the stubborn woman back to sit on the bed, "by making a full recovery rather than making your injury worse."

"Well," Astrid countered smugly, "Gothi says I'm a fast healer, and as I don't have any infection, she says I can go."

"What?" Hiccup turned to the old woman who sat calmly by the fireplace. "Gothi, you can't be serious," Hiccup argued. "She was shot by an arrow just yesterday! I know it missed her organs, and there's no infection, but there's no way that Astrid is well enough to-"

Hiccup broke off as the elder used her staff to scrawl in the dirt floor of her hut.

"She says: my wound is healing well," Astrid reported proudly, "and walking around should help my body become stronger, and recover faster." Astrid sighed. "She just says I shouldn't go into battle just yet, as it could make the wound burst open again."

Hiccup couldn't ignore the anxiety in his stomach, but still, no one knew more about healing on the island, than Gothi.

"Alright," Hiccup agreed reluctantly before turning to Astrid. "But you stay by me, understand? I know you, and I'm not having you pick up anything heavier than a bowl of mutton. That includes your axe."

"Oh, come on!" Astrid objected.

"No," Hiccup stood firm. "You can walk around the village, teach lessons at the academy, oversee the construction of the defences, and help update the Book of Dragons. But I'm not having you exert yourself and making your injury worse. If you do, you'll be on nothing but bed rest until you're fully recovered. Deal?"

Astrid considered a moment before nodding.

"Deal," she agreed with a smile, kissing Hiccup on the cheek to seal the arrangement.

"Thank you Gothi," Astrid told the old woman, who gave her extra bandages and medicine to take with her, which Hiccup quickly claimed.

"Yes, thank you for taking care of Astrid, Gothi," Hiccup said gratefully to the village elder before escorting Astrid outside to where their dragons stood guard.

"Stormfly!" Astrid greeted eagerly as her dragon hopped towards her, lowering her head for a long awaited pat. "Good to see you girl." Feeling something nudge her hand, Astrid turned to meet Toothless' large eyes.

"Hey Toothless," Astrid stoked the Night Fury under the chin, where he liked it most. "Thanks for keeping Hiccup out of trouble for me."

"Oh, _me_ out of trouble?" Hiccup repeated with a raised eyebrow as he placed Astrid's medicine into Stormfly's saddlebag.

Astrid merely smiled.

"So, where to first?" Astrid asked as she instructed Stormfly to lie down so she didn't have to stretch to reach the saddle.

"The Great Hall," Hiccup announced, helping his stubborn love onto her dragon. "The princess arrived today, and as a peace offering, is lending me her own Book of Dragons. We're beginning to translate it tonight." Once Astrid was in the saddle, Hiccup checked to make sure the wound hadn't opened, but it seemed Gothi was right: Astrid was a fast healer, and the bandages were still white, indicating there was no bleeding from the movement of mounting her dragon. However, judging by Astrid's grimace as she swung her leg over Stormfly's back, she was still in pain. But, Astrid being Astrid, she simply gritted her teeth and put up with it.

"The princess is here?" Astrid queried. "What's she like?"

"Uh," Hiccup tried to think of the right words to sum up Svetta. "Polite? Formal? They must give etiquette lessons or something where she's from, I swear."

"Do you think she can convince her father to call off the attack?" Astrid asked seriously.

"I don't know," Hiccup admitted as he mounted Toothless. "But, she's sweet, has loved learning about dragons today, and even made friends with Flighty," Hiccup added optimistically. "And she's sworn to do everything she can to protect the dragons. I'm sure we can trust her."

"Okay," Astrid nodded, trusting Hiccup's judgement. "I look forward to meeting her."

~..~..~..~..

In the Great hall, the fires were blazing as the lamb roasted on the spit, as usual. Musicians were playing, and Gobber could be seen amongst them, playing his pan pipes enthusiastically.

"Here you go Ladies," Eret placed a plate of roast lamb in front of Svetta and Cara. "The best Berk can offer."

"What service," Cara smiled, giving Svetta a nudge under the table. "Thank you Eret."

"Yes," Svetta took her eyes off a group of dancers nearby, "thank you Eret," the woman smiled gratefully as the man sat down opposite her.

"You still look like you're out of your comfort zone," Eret told her.

"I am, a bit," Svetta admitted slowly. "I've barely been outside the castle walls."

"Except for..." Cara prompted, causing Svetta to chuckle.

"I was just thinking that's what this place reminded me of," she smiled at her friend.

"What?" Eret's curiosity was piqued now.

"Well, I'm not sure if you've picked this up yet, Eret," Cara began with a cheeky smile, "but my Lady Svetta, while intelligent, hasn't had much, what you would call, life experience."

"I believe I did get that impression," Eret grinned at the blond woman who avoided his eyes.

"I wasn't isolated," Svetta defended herself, " the palace was full of people. But I was a Royal, so our servants weren't really allowed to talk to me, aside from official business. And then there was my father's rule: I couldn't leave the grounds," she explained. "However, when my nursemaid passed away and Cara became my new maid, she convinced me to sneak out through the servants' entrance."

"I don't believe it," Eret smiled teasingly, "You actually broke a rule?"

"Oh, trust me, she needed a lot of convincing," Cara assured him. "But eventually, I was able to sneak her out and we went to a local tavern, where Svetta experienced her first taste of what life was like in the real world."

"It was a lot like this, actually," Svetta added reminiscently as she looked around the room. "It was loud, with music and singing, people talking and laughing."

"And dancing and drinking," Cara finished with a grin.

"Yes, though I didn't like the wine," Svetta remembered, "but that dance you taught me was fun," she added to her friend. "So much more fun than those formal dances at court, where every move is so precise, you can disgrace yourself just by stepping with your right foot instead of your left."

"You'll have to teach Svetta how the Vikings here dance, Eret," Cara suggested, though Eret ducked his head awkwardly.

"Cara, don't push it," Svetta told the redhead, seeing Eret's discomfort. "Considering we're trying to stop a war, I'm not sure if dancing is appropriate anyway."

Cara sighed. Typical Svetta: focusing more on propriety than enjoying the fact that, for the first time in a long time, she could actually do whatever she wanted.

"Eret," Cara spoke up again, "could you get us something to drink, please?"

"At your service," Eret nodded before heading towards the barrels near the hall door.

Cara turned to her friend.

"I know you're inexperienced at this type of thing, Milady," she began, "and so, as your friend, I believe I should point this out to you: You have a handsome man flirting with you. You should take the opportunity to flirt back."

Pausing in taking a bite of roast lamb, Svetta placed her fork back down onto the plate before turning to her handmaiden.

"What are you talking about?" Svetta asked. "Chief Hiccup told Eret to look after us during our stay on Berk. That's what he's doing, nothing more."

"No, he _volunteered_ to look after us," Cara clarified. "And he defended you from that woman who accused you of being a spy. Why would he do that?"

"He probably feels it's his duty," Svetta suggested. "His father was head of my mother's royal guard, after all. Besides, his chief ordered that I was not to be harmed. He was just following orders."

Cara rolled her eyes. "Believe it or not, Milady, people don't always do things because it's 'the rules'. Take that woman who threatened you today."

"That was strange," Svetta frowned. "She was disobeying a direct order from her chief."

"But she didn't lose control until Eret defended you," Cara reminded her pointedly.

"Yes, you said you thought there was more to it than simple suspicion," Svetta remembered. "What did you mean?"

"Like I said: she only became furious when _Eret _stepped in to defend you," Cara pointed out leadingly.

"So?" Svetta frowned in confusion, causing Cara to let out another sigh.

"Oh, Svetta," she began, wishing she'd snuck the princess out of the castle more often, "you're a smart woman, but your lack of life experience has made you very naive in many cases. I actually worry about you at times."

"Why?" Svetta asked.

"That woman, Ruffnut, I think Hiccup said her name was, became angry only when Eret defended you. She told you to get away from Eret specifically," Cara explained to Svetta as a teacher would explain to a lost student. "It seems like Ruffnut rather fancies Eret, and didn't like the idea that he was protecting you."

"So you're saying she was jealous?" Svetta asked sceptically.

"And judging by how the two of you have been acting, she may well have cause to be," Cara added with a smile.

"What do you mean?" Now Svetta was really perplexed. "I haven't been flirting."

"Yes you have," Cara insisted, throwing up her hands in exasperation. "Gods, you don't even recognise flirting when you do it yourself, poor woman," she muttered.

"Regardless," Svetta brushed the concept aside, "it doesn't matter anyway."

"What do you mean: it doesn't matter?" Cara objected.

"I've known my whole life, I'll have an arranged marriage with whomever wins the Games when my father thinks it's time," Svetta reminded her best friend. "Unlike you, I don't get a choice."

"I didn't get a choice either," Cara reminded her friend firmly, "until Brom saved me from my fate so I could work at the castle. Only _now_, do I get a choice, and that experience reminds me that you need to take every opportunity you can. You are the farthest from your father you have ever been, Svetta," she reminded the princess. "You can finally have a go at making your own rules. At least have some fun while you can."

"Alright, first round of drinks is on me," Eret announced his arrival as he approached the table with a couple of tankards, accompanied by Fishlegs and a woman Svetta recognised from the council that morning.

"Ladies, this is Valka, Hiccup's mother, and one of the best dragon trainers on the island," Eret introduced. "Valka, this is Princess Svetta, and her maid, Cara."

Svetta and Cara stood up politely.

"It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Lady Valka," Svetta greeted the Chief's mother formally as she and Cara curtsied.

"Oh, there's no need for formalities here," Valka assured the two women as they resumed their seats, "and please, just call me Valka."

"As you wish," Svetta nodded in acquiesce. "Master Fishlegs, thank you again for teaching us this afternoon," she added.

"It was amazing," Cara gushed, for now that Svetta had appeared to make friends with the female Chaos Dragon, Cara wanted a dragon of her own and couldn't wait for lessons tomorrow. "You're such a good teacher."

"Oh, my pleasure," Fishlegs drew himself up proudly. "And here," he placed a large brown book on the table, "is our own Book of Dragons.

"Wow," Svetta gently traced the emblazoned cover with her finger tips. "It's so thick. You've clearly gathered a lot of information."

"I'm proud to say I've made many of the additions over the years," Fishlegs preened.

"And we're learning more every day," Valka added with a smile. "I'm fascinated to hear about the dragons of your homeland."

"Oh, yes," Svetta remembered, brining her book out of the bag at her feet and placing it on the table. "Here it is."

"Oh, this is so exciting," Fishlegs did his best to contain his enthusiasm in the presence of their guests as he got out parchment and charcoal. "Two dragon loving cultures combining their knowledge together."

"We should probably wait for Hiccup before we begin," Eret reminded everyone.

"It's alright, I'm here," a voice announced and the company turned to see Hiccup escorting a blond woman slowly towards their table.

"Astrid!" Valka greeted as Svetta and Cara stood up politely.

"Oh, you're alright!" Fishlegs sighed in relief as Hiccup helped his betrothed sit down and Eret pushed a plate of roast lamb towards her.

"Good to see you on your feet again, Astrid," he told her.

"You didn't expect an arrow to keep me down for long, did you?" She asked with a smile.

"You're the woman my brother shot?" Svetta asked in surprise, unknowingly raising a hand to her injured shoulder, which still throbbed.

"Yes," Astrid admitted, meeting her gaze. "And you must be the one I shot."

"Yes," Svetta admitted slowly.

"Uh, Astrid, this is Princess Svetta, King Svalgard's daughter, and her maid Cara," Hiccup warily made the introductions. "Svetta, this is Astrid, my bride-to-be."

"My brother shot the Berk Chief's future wife?" Svetta asked, her eyes wide. That would normally be considered an act of war, based on her father's methods.

"Well, I shot you, so I think that makes us even," Astrid told her. "Though in my defence, you were aiming an arrow at Hiccup."

"I wasn't aiming at Hiccup," Svetta clarified. "I was aiming at the dragon. My father's law."

"But now, Svetta's here to hopefully help us avoid a war and to show good will, is sharing her culture's knowledge of dragons," Hiccup was quick to try and stay focused on the concept of peace.

Svetta swallowed nervously, before bowing towards Astrid.

"I would like to formally apologise on behalf of my brother for causing such a grievous injury to the future wife of the Berkian Chief," she told Astrid and Hiccup, her voice sincere. "I am pleased to see you are recovering, and I hope that we can work towards a peaceful outcome for both our people, beginning with the sharing of our dragon knowledge."

"Well," Astrid raised her eyebrows in surprise, Hiccup had been right about this woman being formal. "I'll certainly accept an apology from you, Svetta. And I'm sorry for shooting at you too. I hope we can avoid war, but you should know," she smiled, "we Berkians are extremely tough."

"Yes, I can certainly see that," Svetta told her earnestly. "There aren't many who could be up and about so soon after being shot with an arrow."

"Astrid's the strongest person I know," Hiccup informed their guest and Svetta could clearly hear the pride in his voice.

"So," Astrid continued, turning back to Svetta, "what's this Book of Dragons you've brought with you?"

"It was my mother's," Svetta informed the group, opening her book. "This was passed down to every royal in my family line to learn from and add to. My father had ordered every book in our library that featured dragons, mermaids, the fey or any other Otherworldly creature to be burned. My mother hid this in my room to keep it safe. Now it's the only surviving record of our life with dragons."

"It's an honour that you would share something so precious with us, Princess," Hiccup told her sincerely. "Thank you."

"Alright," Fishlegs couldn't contain himself any longer. "Where shall we start?"

"Wait a minute," a voice spoke up and Hiccup held back a groan as Snotlout, Ruffnut and Tuffnut sat down at the table. Ruffnut made a point of sitting beside Eret, sending a glare in Svetta's direction.

Svetta frowned suddenly, remembering Cara's words from earlier, and decided to tread carefully as she had no desire to start another confrontation. She just had to show Ruffnut that she had no cause to be jealous.

"Hey guys," Hiccup greeted cautiously. "Svetta was about to show her _goodwill_ and desire for _peace_ by sharing her own Book of Dragons with us."

"It's passed down the royal line!" Fishlegs added excitedly. "We are in the presence of a historical royal artefact!"

Svetta and Cara smiled at the enthusiasm.

"And how do you know she's telling the truth?" Ruffnut argued.

"Yeah," Snotlout agreed quickly. "She could just be making stuff up. We can't read _that_!" He gestured to the strange runes on the open page.

"Which is why I am helping," Eret got up quickly, and made his way around the table so he was beside Svetta and had easier access to view the book.

"Shall we see how rusty you are, Eret?" Svetta smiled, a slight note of challenge to her tone.

"I'm not rusty," the man stated firmly, moving closer.

Svetta smiled, gesturing to the book. "Then by all means, Master Eret," she invited.

Squaring his shoulders, Eret leaned forward to study the gaelic runes on the open page, and it wasn't long before a frown appeared between his eyes.

"Eret?" Hiccup asked, concerned. For if Eret couldn't help back up Svetta's translation, Ruffnut and Snotlout were right: they had no way to prove that Svetta was reading them the truth or not.

"It's okay, Eret," Svetta touched his arm sympathetically. "It's been a long time."

"You'd like to think that, wouldn't you, Princess?" Eret asked, smiling smugly. "But I was just getting lost in the reading. After all this is part of my history too."

"So what does it say then?" Snotlout was getting impatient.

"It tells the story of how the earliest Celts and the dragons first made their pact of Peace," Eret explained proudly. "Humans arrived on the Celtic shores, then known as the land of Erin, to find it filled with all manner of different dragons, who guarded the land," he summarised. "Upon seeing the power and knowledge of the Dragons, the Celts made a pact with the Black Dragons of Chaos, so that, as long as the Dragons existed in the hearts and minds of humans, they would be protected from persecution. In return, the dragons would share their knowledge of Dragon Lore as well as the many worlds that existed alongside this one, including the Dragon Homeland, which the Celts called Dragon Haven."

Svetta stared at the Celtic Viking in shook.

"That's... absolutely right," Svetta announced. "That's the first story. I'm impressed," she admitted with a smile.

"Told you I was the whole package, Princess," Eret reminded her, and as he turned, Svetta gasped slightly, struck by the sudden closeness.

"Uh," clearing her throat, Svetta quickly turned back to the book, trying to re focus on the task at hand. "We probably won't have time to translate the whole book," she told the group, avoiding Cara's eyes and smug smile.

"Which story would you like most?"

"What kind of species of dragons do you have?" Fishlegs asked eagerly, though Hiccup overrode him.

"I'd like to hear more about this 'Dragon homeland'," the Chief requested and Svetta turned to the corresponding page. She'd read this story many times, and it was one of her favourites.

"The realm of Dragon Haven," she began softly.

~..~..~..~..

As the moon rose through the clear, cold sky, Dagur sat on the deck of his ship, sharpening his sword pensively as screams could be heard from below deck.

Macy had wanted to find out more about what was going on with Hiccup's 'other army' the guy twin had mentioned. So, a group of Berserkers had been sent out as a scout, where they found a large ship with a circular dragon motif on the sail. Another scouting vessel. The orders had been to get information, so, sneaking aboard the ship as the sun set, the men had silently kidnapped a sailor and brought him back to the Berserker Chief.

Macy was currently below deck, conducting an 'interrogation'.

'She better be getting something good,' Dagur thought sullenly. He enjoyed torturing people as much as the next Viking, but he had to admit, he loved the kill too much. Their screaming and pleading just got so annoying after a while. But, his sister had quite a flair for it, and could make it last for hours, even days, if she wanted to experiment.

But now wasn't about fun. It was business.

"Okay," Macy announced as she arrived on deck, "I think I got everything from him."

"And?" Dagur asked impatiently.

"Well," Macy considered as she perched on the ship's railing. "The sailor is part of a scouting team for a 'King Svalgard' who rules over areas north and west of here. He married into the Celtic Isles before his wife was allegedly killed by dragons and the land became his. He's in the area to expand his kingdom, the Berkian archipelago being next on his hit list."

"Some stranger thinks he can just come in and-"

"Oh, it gets more interesting," Macy encouraged her brother to be patient as she continued. "Svalgard is a ruthless and cunning dragon killer, and has recently made an alliance with Drago Bludvist."

"Drago Bludvist?" Dagur repeated slowly, for he had heard of the man creating a dragon army to eventually destroy the dragons.

"And Svalgard has said that if Drago can ensure Berk's downfall," Macy continued, "he will be given the hand of his daughter in marriage, and so her inheritance, and half the profits. He'll be made a royal."

"Huh," Dagur raised his eyebrows. "Svalgard, Drago Bludvist and his dragon army, verses Hiccup and his band of Dragon Riders. Sounds like an interesting party. What do you think, sis?" He asked. "Should we crash it?"

"What's the point in crashing a party if you don't get any profit?" Macy put forward, hopping down from the railing as two Berserker soldiers dragged the unconscious prisoner up from below, leaving a trail of blood in his wake.

"Throw him overboard," Macy ordered lazily. "He's no fun anymore."

Obediently, the soldiers tossed the sailor's limp body over the railing and Dagur leaned over the edge to watch as fins appeared almost instantly, circling in the waves below.

"You really do beautiful work, sis," Dagur complemented his sister, observing the cuts in the man's form as blood began to pool around him.

"Thank you," Macy smiled, leaning against the railing to watch alongside her brother.

"So what about Svalgard and Drago?" Dagur pressed as the water churned.

"We have options," Macy considered. "One is: we could just let them kill each other, come in at the end and finish everyone off."

"Boring," Dagur rolled his eyes, clenching his sword tightly. "No one is killing Hiccup but me."

"Well then," Macy smiled, "I suggest we get an invitation to the party."

~..~..~..~..

Author's note:
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	11. Invitations

Author's note: Thank you all for your reads and reviews. I'm so sorry it has taken so long to update, but I had a real case of writer's block when it came to writing a couple of the scenes in this chapter. Here's chapter eleven, I hope you enjoy it.

~..~..~..~..

The sky was only just beginning to lighten as Svalgard's men began to stir below deck. Svalgard himself was still asleep when a small sound, a sound he'd trained himself to hear, stirred him awake.

Slowly, he reached for the dagger he kept under his pillow only to find it suddenly against his throat.

"Rise and shine, your Majesty," a voice sang. "You know, you really need to think of a more original hiding place for your dagger."

Fully awake, Svalgard regarded the young woman before him, holding his own dagger to his throat. She was clearly a Viking, judging from her wild appearance. Eyes casting over the room, he noticed a man sitting insolently in his chair, perusing the maps and charts that he'd been going over the previous night.

"This used to be a private room," Svalgard commented drily and his dagger was pressed harder against his throat.

"Then you really need to do better at making sure your guards stick to their watch assignments," the woman whispered with a smile. "They were all out like lights when we climbed aboard. Though that might have been to do with the sudden blood loss," she considered as the man sniggered slightly at the comment.

"Uh, uh, uh," The woman scolded as Svalgard made to grab her wrist, pressing the dagger harder so as to draw blood, as well as drawing a sword from the scabbard on her back.

"You need to listen to us, Svalgard." The man stated, standing up from Svalgard's chart table. "Oh, don't worry, we're not going to kill you-"

"Though we could have, easily," The woman relished. "As soon as we came in here, you could have had your throat sliced open with your own dagger."

"But we didn't," the man stated. "Show of good faith and all. We just want to talk."

"If you wanted a council, you could have simply asked," Svalgard spoke calmly as the armed woman jabbed him lightly in his chest with the sword, preventing him from sitting up.

"Boring," the man deadpanned.

"Who are you?" Svalgard demanded, unwilling to be threatened in his own cabin.

"Oh, how rude of us, forgetting the introductions." The man's apologetic tone didn't match the smile in his eyes. "I am Dagur The Deranged, Chief of the Berserker tribe of Vikings," he introduced with grandeur, "and this is my sister, Macy the Malicious."

"Pleasure to threaten you, Svalgard," Macy smiled.

"Threaten?" Svalgard repeated, hoping to keep them talking till a guard showed up. "I thought you were here to talk."

"Oh, we are," Dagur assured him. "Whether or not the fun stuff follows is up to you."

Noting that he was still lying in bed with two blades directed at him made Svalgard realise that he had grossly underestimated the skills of the Viking warriors in this area. All similar cultures he'd encountered had been primitive in methods, going for a 'if they don't surrender kill them all' mentality. But here were two warriors who had clearly learnt about him and his ship, snuck passed his guards to enter his private cabin, and stolen his hidden dagger, all without raising a single alarm.

Not warriors, he reminded himself. Chiefs. And they were quite right: they could have easily killed him. But they hadn't.

"Very well, Chief Dagur," Svalgard allowed. "I'm listening. Do you want me to leave your homeland like the Berkian chief?"

"Eventually, yes," Dagur admitted. "I'm going to be the one ruling this archipelago. But, until that time, I think we could help each other."

"How so?" Svalgard asked.

"I admit, based on the information we learned about you, I really admire your work." Dagur began. "You're ruthless, you're cunning, and if you believe some stories, you even got your own wife killed to further your take over. That, my friend, is dedication."

"And where did you get this information?" Svalgard asked.

"Never mind that," Dagur spat.

"But don't expect that scouting ship of yours to report back anytime soon," Macy smiled.

"Macy!" Dagur objected. "Do you always have to open your mouth? But yes," he admitted. "The ship was a nice little addition to my own fleet, as well. We always need room for storage. Anyway," Dagur got himself back on track, "I hear that you're trying to take out Berk with the help of Drago Bludvist? Now, Drago might know his dragons, but I know Dragon Riders. I've sailed every inch of this archipelago and have known Hiccup and his groupies since we were kids. We've been enemies for years, and I know all of Hiccup's favourite battle strategies. I have spent years developing my armada and training my soldiers to take on Berk and its dragons, and there is no way I'm letting some new comer take control of the archipelago that should be mine!"

Svalgard was quiet as he listened to Dagur's vendetta. Interesting...

"So you're offering to help me in return for the archipelago?" Svalgard assumed.

"No," Dagur answered flatly. "You may have done well in other areas, Svalgard, but you don't know anything about the Vikings and Riders here. _I do_. I know everything about them, which gives me the advantage over you. So, I invite_ you_ to help _me_ take down Berk and its dragon riders. And in return, I'll let you, your son, your daughter and your brother in law leave my lands with your lives."

"That's all?" Svalgard raised an eyebrow drily. It sounded as though Dagur was content with simply the archipelago, and if his fleet were still intact after the battle-

"Oh and I get your armada to add to my own." Dagur finished. "Hey, this place is covered by a lot of ocean," Dagur explained. "I'll need a large armada in order to patrol it."

"What if I offered you the same invitation I gave Drago?" Svalgard countered. In Dagur's deal, there was no profit for Svalgard, so he'd leave the archipelago poorer than when he entered it. Svalgard couldn't allow that. "I could give you my daughter's hand in marriage. You would no longer be simply a chief but a king. A royal. All you'd have to do is defeat the dragon riders."

"Uh huh," Dagur pretended to think. "And if both of us have the same deal, but you only have one daughter..."

"Whoever does their part the best wins," Svalgard clarified, but Dagur shook his head.

"I've seen deals like that before," Dagur wasn't going to be fooled by that old trick. "The father promises his daughter's hand to whomever can win it, but as soon as the job's done, the guy's of no further use, so he's killed, either before or after the wedding, depending on how rich he is, and the daughter is then used as a carrot on a stick for someone else, until she's too old to be considered a good enough lure."

"Oh, the look on Han's face when he realised I poisoned his wine," Macy giggled. "It was so funny, his skin changed colour faster than a Changewing!"

"You have a son," Dagur remembered. "I could give you my sister, instead."

"What?" Macy queried.

"Judging from the account I've just heard," Svalgard spoke slowly, "I feel I should decline."

Macy frowned.

"I shouldn't have mentioned Hans, huh?" She asked her brother.

"You could learn to contain your enthusiasm at times, sis," Dagur nodded before turning back to Svalgard. "So, no other offers? I'm already getting your armada in my deal, and if you don't agree, I'll just cut off the head of the snake now and save everyone the trouble, sending your kingdom into chaos once your whole family's dead."

Dagur smiled as Svalgard considered the blade still scratching his throat. So tempting to kill him now... it could be done so easily...

"Well, looks like we're back to my offer," Dagur continued cordially as Svalgard gave forth no immediate reply. "You help me defeat Berk, I take your armada as my profit, and the archipelago is also mine. Then, in return for your services, I let you and your family sail home to your lands, which still belong solely to you, out of the goodness of my heart. And your daughter doesn't have to worry about getting killed after her wedding night. Deal?"

"And Drago?"

"Oh come on," Dagur snorted, "don't tell me you weren't planning on killing him as soon as Berk was defeated. Am I right? Huh?"

Svalgard had to admit, that had been his plan.

"It appears great minds think alike," Svalgard considered that this Dagur was a more worthy ally that he'd thought. He and Macy were clearly a ruthless and cunning pair. If he could just find a way to turn the deal to his advantage... Not now, while Dagur and his sister clearly had the upper hand, but perhaps further down the track, once Berk and the dragons were no longer an issue.

"My thoughts exactly," Dagur smiled. "Berk's destroyed, your family go home safely and I get the armada and the archipelago. So," Dagur held out a hand. "Care to join me?"

Unable to see an alternative under the current circumstances, Svalgard slowly grasped the hand.

"Tell me about the riders," He demanded.

~..~..~..~

Dagur watched as Svalgard's ships faded from sight, his archers still holding their bows taught, arrows ready to fly the moment Dagur suspected an attack.

"Remind me again why we couldn't just kill him in his sleep?" Dagur asked.

"Strategy, dear brother," Macy told him. "If we had killed the king outright, the line of rule would have fallen to the son, then the daughter, then the brother in law, then any other hidden family members hiding in the woodwork. No profit for us at all. This way, we get the archipelago and the armada, allowing us to travel and conquer further than any Viking has gone before. We said they could leave," she smiled, "not that we wouldn't follow."

"Hmmm. If you'd wanted to be a part of the royal family, maybe I should've taken up Svalgard's offer to marry his daughter." Dagur knew the risk of accepting such an offer, but now wondered whether it was worth it. "It would've been simpler."

"But not nearly as fun. Besides, you couldn't kill her until after the wedding," Macy reminded him. "Svalgard could kill you the moment the battle's over, which will probably be what he'll do to Drago. Not worth the risk. Although," she considered. "If worse comes to worse, we could hold her hostage after the battle."

"Possible back up plan," Dagur considered. "Especially if Svalgard turns on me, which he most likely will." 'It's what I'd do if I were in his situation', he thought. "Though I have to say," Dagur admitted distastefully. "I don't like the idea of marrying a snotty little princess."

"You'd just have to marry her long enough for you to become an official Royal and get the inheritance, then we can kill her," Macy assured her brother.

"Fair point," Dagur nodded. "Okay, that'll be our back up plan. But now," he signalled his archers to stand down as he turned to stare ahead of them, "time for phase two."

~..~..~..~..

Hiccup and Toothless flew over the houses of the village as the sun began its ascent into the sky. He'd barely had any sleep, but he didn't feel tired in the slightest. He'd had too much to think about.

Svetta's account of Dragon Haven, the home world of the dragons, had seemed so farfetched. Though he'd considered that, if there were such a place as Valhalla, why couldn't there be other worlds? And if so, why not a world for dragons?

The story that Svetta had read to them said that in Dragon Haven, dragons can live for thousands of years, developing their powers of fire, water, lighting and a myriad of others. It was a world similar to this one, but was connected to all manner of other worlds, like the trunk of a tree has many branches. Centuries ago, when Humankind was still young and the Dragon race was already old, the dragons sent several of their kind to Earth, hoping to learn about the human race and guide them to learning about other worlds, beginning with Dragon Lore and their own homeland. For centuries, it worked. For while humans could not understand dragon speech, there were other ways to communicate, and for many years, humans and dragons lived together harmoniously, with dragons influencing practically every culture across the world. As time passed, and the knowledge and trust between humans and dragons grew, Earth too began to connect with other worlds, just as Dragon Haven did. These gateways, or 'Ley Lines' as some called them, allowed creatures from other worlds such as Mermaids, Unicorns, Griffins and the Fey to also enter the humans' world.

However, after a time, humans eventually became arrogant in their knowledge, believing they were superior to the dragons and all the other creatures they had called their friends. Or perhaps they felt threatened by these creatures of magickal power. Whatever the reason, the humans began turning on the dragons and trying to cage them, as if they were no more than show animals. Or worse, killing them to show their own strength and using their hide for armour. The Dragon Slayer was created, gaining glory through the tales of the bards until the dragons and other creatures had to flee for their lives, closing the Gate Ways to the OtherWorlds behind them so that the Humans could not follow.

However, many dragons stayed behind. Some were left behind as they missed their chance to flee. Others chose to remain, hoping to regain the trust of the human race.

The Chaos dragons were the ones with the power to once again open the Gate Way between Earth and Dragon Haven. Whether the reason would be to ensure the safety of the dragons that remained on Earth from human persecution, or whether it would be to bring the dragons back to Earth once again, still remains to be seen.

But the Gate Ways still exist across the world, lying dormant, and the creatures of the Other Worlds are still waiting on the other side, hoping to return to Earth, and for human kind to open their hearts and minds once again.

Hiccup's mind raced as he processed the story for what felt like the hundredth time.

The story had seemed farfetched, and while most of the group had been awed by the tale, Ruffnut and Snotlout had wasted no time in saying how much they doubted the account.

"But to my understanding," Svetta countered calmly, "Vikings hold the belief that Earth, or Midgard, is connected to other worlds by 'The World Tree.' Yes? So, why couldn't one of these 'branches' of the World Tree be Dragon Haven?"

That argument had given everyone at the table pause for thought.

Svetta then went on to tell of how her mother died. She'd tried to find the chaos dragons, to tell them to flee, and Svetta's uncle Brom had seen them open a gate way with his own eyes, before Svalgard's men attacked and the gateway closed before all the dragons had gone through. The dragons who were left behind were killed.

Hiccup frowned as he remembered Svetta reporting that the alpha dragon had been stabbed between the eyes, and his memory went back to Flighty's cave, Toothless' home, and pulling that spearhead out of the Night Fury skull...

"No way," Hiccup muttered to himself and Toothless' ears twitched. It had been the first time his rider had made a sound since they took off.

If the Night Furies really were these Chaos dragons mentioned in Svetta's book, could it be possible that Toothless was the son of the very alpha that opened the gate way Svetta witnessed as a child all those years ago?

"I need to find Svetta," Hiccup realised he had a lot more to discuss with the Celtic princess, and immediately directed Toothless towards the Dragon Academy.

~..~..~..~..

"Okay, Flighty," Svetta tipped a barrel of fish before the female Night Fury, "breakfast time."

"Glad to see you've overcome your fear of fish, princess," Eret jibed lightly as he fed Skullcrusher.

"It actually reminds me of feeding my horse back home," Svetta informed him, remembering the beautiful white mare she'd named Rhiannon.

Slowly, Svetta reached out to stroke a hand over Flighty's smooth scales. She'd slowly gained the dragon's trust, and Flighty was cautiously becoming more relaxed around her. Wanting to try her luck, Svetta pressed more weight on the dragon's back. Pausing, Svetta waited for the Night Fury's reaction to her touch, and noticed Flighty continued to eat calmly. Making a decision, Svetta put all her weight on her hands until she had pushed herself off the ground, half lying across Flighty's back.

She'd gone too far.

Seconds later, Svetta was flat on her back on the arena floor.

"Are you alright Milady?" Cara asked in concern, rushing over.

"Yes, fine," Svetta winced as her bad shoulder throbbed anew. "Just like falling off my horse."

"Well, you got further than she would have let anyone get two days ago," Eret tried to stay positive as he helped her to her feet.

Flighty growled in warning, before dragging her fish pile into an empty cage to finish eating.

"You'll find dragons a little tougher than horses, Princess," Eret informed her. "You can't break them. You need to get them to trust you."

"Guess we have more work to do then," Svetta stated, and Eret smiled. For while the princess still tried to hold herself regally, as was her station in life, he could hear the excitement bubbling underneath.

"Morning guys," Fishlegs greeted cheerily as he entered the academy on Meatlug. "I mean, uh, good morning Your Majesty," he corrected, bowing to Svetta. "What happened?" He asked in concern, seeing the dirt covering the princess' clothing.

"Good morning, Master Fishlegs," Svetta nodded. "I pushed my luck too far with Flighty, and tried to get on her back. I got thrown," she smiled ruefully.

"Oh, I'm so sorry," Fishlegs sympathised. "But, you made a real connection with her yesterday, I'm sure she'll come round."

"Fishlegs, could I work on trying to find myself a dragon today?" Cara asked hopefully. "If that's alright with you, Milady?" She added quickly. She was after all, still Svetta's maid.

"Of course, Cara," Svetta smiled, waving her off. "I'll probably be working with Flighty for most of the day anyway."

"Yay!" Cara cheered. "Thank you!"

"Great!" Fishlegs smiled, turning to the tall redhead. "There are plenty of dragons on Berk that don't have riders, I'd be happy to introduce you to the different species we have. I'm somewhat of an authority the subject," he preened slightly, proud of his knowledge.

"That's settled then," Eret piped up. "Fishlegs'll spend the day with Cara showing her the different dragons, and I'll stay here and help the Princess win Flighty's trust."

"Morning everyone!" A voice called and in moments, Hiccup and Toothless swooped through the academy doors.

"Morning Chief," Fishlegs greeted before quickly excusing himself. "Sorry, can't stay. I'm taking Cara out to find her own dragon."

"What if none of the dragons like me?" Cara wondered aloud as she fed a rock to Meatlug.

"That would be impossible," Fishlegs assured her before helping the woman into the saddle behind him.

As the gronkle flew out the door with her two riders, Hiccup couldn't help noticing something different about Fishlegs, he just couldn't put his finger on it. Though, he and Cara had talked a lot last night about the different types of dragons, Cara saying that in the Celtic Isles, dragons were classified according to the element they could control, whether it was fire, earth, water, air, lightening, or even a hybrid species. Then, Cara had mentioned her family had run an apothecary, and the two then had another lengthy discussion on botany.

Could Fishlegs have a new crush? Hiccup wondered, before quickly pushing the thought away. He was happy for his friend- to be honest, he'd thought Ruffnut had never really been Fishlegs' type- but there were more important matters at hand.

"I'm glad I've got you two," Hiccup said to Eret and Svetta as he dismounted. "I have a few more things I want to clarify with you."

"Of course, Chief," Svetta invited as Toothless and Flighty ran to greet each other happily.

"You said your uncle travelled with you and your mother to find the home of the Chaos dragons," Hiccup recalled.

"Yes," Svetta nodded. "I think he said it was a group of caves."

"Did he say where these caves were?" Hiccup asked.

Svetta shook her head in the negative. "No, sorry."

"But you were there, too, right?" Hiccup tried another tack.

"Yes," Svetta nodded, wondering where this was going. "But I was very young."

"But could you remember it if you saw the place again?" Hiccup pressed.

"I don't know," Svetta admitted slowly. "Why do you ask?"

"Because we found Flighty in a group of caves," Hiccup answered. "She appeared to be the survivor of a human attack. It was also Toothless' home," he added.

Svetta's eyes widened. "You think that it was the same cave?"

"That's what I'd like to find out."

"Where is it?"

Smiling in anticipation, Hiccup whistled Toothless to return to him.

"Come on," he invited eagerly. "I'll show you."

"Alright," Svetta smiled. "Let's go."

"Coming Eret?" Hiccup asked as he mounted up.

"Course I am," Eret spoke up, a little put out that his day had suddenly changed, but nevertheless relished the thought of an adventure. Mounting Skullcrusher, he held out a hand to Svetta.

"Sorry Eret, the princess will ride with the Chief today," Hiccup told him, for he was in a hurry for answers, and as Svetta settled herself behind him, he could swear he saw resentment in the former trapper's eyes.

"Let's see if a Rumblehorn can keep up with a Night Fury at full speed," Hiccup challenged.

"Oh, he will, my friend," Eret took the challenge determinedly.

As they launched into the sky, Hiccup heard Toothless call out happily and turned to see Flightly following them.

"Coming for a trip with us, huh?" Hiccup asked the smaller dragon.

"Of course she is," Svetta laughed, waving to her new friend, who purred back in greeting.

"How are you going with her, anyway?" Hiccup asked, curious.

"We going slowly," Svetta informed him. "She still doesn't trust me enough to let me on her back, though."

"It'll happen," Hiccup told her. "It took a couple of weeks for me to get Toothless to trust me fully. You just have to-"

"Hey Chief, that's my student, if you don't mind," Eret interjected.

"Sorry, Eret," Hiccup called back with a wry smile. "What was I thinking?"

"Thank you," the former trapper granted. "Now, do you mind telling us where we're going?"

"I'll show you," Hiccup answered. "Follow me."

~..~..~..~..

It was midday by the time the three dragons landed on the shore of Flighty's island, and she began prancing around happily on the beach the moment they landed, happy to be somewhere familiar to her.

Hiccup was quite grateful that Flighty had wanted to come, for if she hadn't, they may not have made it, as Hiccup had struggled to find the island they'd found by accident. It had been the smaller Night Fury who had eventually led them home, once they'd reached familiar waters.

As Svetta dismounted and made her way along the beach, she did feel a sense of familiarity as a memory surfaced. Night time, the wind howling, and her mother pulling her by the hand. Letting the feeling fill her up, Svetta found herself walking purposefully along the beach.

"I think it's this way," she called to the others.

"Do you recognise this place?" Hiccup asked, following eagerly, Eret close behind.

"I think so," Svetta answered cautiously, "but I just need to be sure..."

Svetta led them to the cave entrance, where she stopped and seemed to shudder.

"Svetta?" Hiccup queried.

"I could hear them," she remembered, her voice far away. "When mother brought me to the mouth of the cave, I could hear the dragons inside. The cave was filled with dragon's fire, as they used it to warm their eggs."

"Night Furies use their fire on their eggs?" Hiccup asked curiously as they began to make their way inside. "Yes," Svetta answered distractedly. "I remember seeing dragons covering their eggs with rocks and blowing their fire over the rock pile, heating and incubating the eggs inside. Some dragons already had hatchlings, and they were playing with each other across the cavern floor."

Reaching the main cavern, now lit with the sunlight streaming through the various exit holes for the dragons to fly through, Svetta gazed around the cavern, before her eyes landed on the bones that littered the ground.

"This was it," Svetta whispered.

"What?" Hiccup asked.

"This was it," Svetta repeated. "This was where my mother died." She took a few steps forward, eyes scanning the rock walls as memory after memory flooded her mind. Memories she'd thought she'd long forgotten.

"The trip across the seas had taken so long," Svetta began, "but mother said that it had to be done. When we arrived, it was just myself, my mother and my uncle who entered the cave, for only royalty was permitted, to keep the secret of the Chaos Dragons. When we entered, all the dragons stopped what they were doing and stared at us. I remember being afraid at first, but only at first. I didn't know how important this was, but I knew it was important. I didn't want to be afraid. My mother knelt down around here," Svetta dropped to her knees in the middle of the room. "And the Alpha dragon and his mate came forward from there, I think" she pointed towards the left of the cave, where the exit holes were dotted opposite the ledges of the nests. "That's where the dragons with juveniles would nest, as they could practise flying out from the exit holes. Those with eggs or young hatchlings nested there," Svetta pointed to the right side, where the various rock shelves climbed their way to the top of the cave.

"What happened next?" Hiccup pressed as Eret simply stared around the cave, trying to imagine how it looked like in Svetta's memory. His father had come to this island too, he reminded himself. Eret senior had brought the royal family to this place, sworn to protect the queen and her family...

"Uh," Svetta closed her eyes, trying to hold onto the memories despite the fear tightening up in her chest, though she didn't know where this fear had come from.

"Mother told them to flee to Dragon Haven," Svetta spoke slowly, clutching her head as she strained to remember, fighting the fear threatening to burst through her chest. "That song," she whispered. "I'd forgotten it."

Haltingly, Svetta began singing wordlessly, her voice growing stronger as she remembered the simple but powerful tune.

Toothless and Flighty, who had been moving around the cave curiously before now, both stilled and began to shake.

"Toothless?" Hiccup approached his dragon slowly as Toothless eyes widened, his pupils began to dilate and his claws gripped the cave floor. Soon, the Night Fury went from his body shaking to rhythmically rocking to the song.

"Toothless?" Hiccup repeated. "What's happening?"

"I can't get through to Flighty either," Eret reported, when suddenly Toothless joined in with Svetta and began singing. Moments later, Flighty added her voice to the song.

"Once the alpha started singing, they all joined in," Svetta continued, her voice and eyes far away. "And then-"

"Look!" Eret pointed.

A ribbon of light was making its way across both the floor and ceiling of the cave, as if someone was drawing a line across the floor, and mirroring it above their heads.

"This cave is located on a Ley Line," Svetta realised. "A gateway between worlds. When the mist rose, that was when the Alpha began sending dragons through the doorway."

"Mist?" Hiccup repeated.

As if in answer to his question, the lines of light reached the opposite wall of the cave, and a mist seemed to fill the air, as if coming from light itself. The light reflected and refracted off the water vapour, so that it seemed the cave itself was filled with light of differing hues and colours, flickering and undulating across the room like an aurora.

Faintly, Hiccup thought he heard a dragon roar. But it couldn't be Toothless, for he was still singing.

"Svetta?" Hiccup called, for he'd lost sight of the princess in the mist. "Where are you?" Moving forward, Hiccup tried to see through the mist, which was now so thick it was leaving droplets of water on his skin and clothing.

Soon, Hiccup appeared to have passed through, and he took a moment to shake the water droplets out of his eyes.

"Svetta, are you-"

His eyes widened as he took in the scene, and a dim part of his mind told him he should close his mouth, but he didn't pay attention. He was too busy staring.

Svetta stood on the field before him, smiling, tears flowing silently down her cheeks.

"Welcome to Dragon Haven," she said tremulously, completely overcome. "Mother and Uncle Brom were right."

"Wow," Hiccup marvelled as he looked around. 'I must be dreaming,' he thought.

They were standing in a grassy field on the edge of a river, which was fed by the waterfall behind them they had apparently walked through. The colours seemed much more vivid here than on Berk, and Hiccup basked in the warm sun.

There were dragons _everywhere_. All different species, sizes, shapes and colours. The scene reminded Hiccup of his mother's Sanctuary, but a whole lot bigger.

"Isn't it beautiful?" Svetta asked.

"I don't have the words," Hiccup admitted faintly.

A splash nearby diverted Hiccup's attention and he looked down to see a small, wingless dragon make its way out of the river and curiously waddle it's way over on its four flippered feet.

"Oh, hello there," Hiccup greeted gently, kneeling down to get a better look. "What kind of dragon are you?"

"Oh, that's a water dragon," Svetta supplied eagerly. "This species lived in lochs back home normally, though babies used to be found in rivers, streams and ponds at various stages of their younger lives. Commonly known as a water horse, they're one of the few species that remain in the Celtic isles, as they're usually very secretive and hard to find."

"Many water-dwelling dragons are like that," Hiccup mused as he scratched the baby dragon around the jaw. "Wow," Hiccup grinned as the water dragon closed its eyes in pleasure, letting out a strange, musical, cooing sound. "We don't have you guys on Berk."

A roar cut through the quiet air and the baby water dragon fled back into the river. Hiccup and Svetta were thrown to the ground as a large dragon landed before them.

"Whoa!" Hiccup yelped in surprise, trying to regain his feet, though his metal leg slipped on the grass. Regaining his feet, Hiccup reached for his fire-sword.

"Don't" Svetta warned. "They hate weapons here."

"Okay," watching the dragon bare its teeth in his direction, Hiccup figured he'd better follow Svetta's lead in this case. "What's the protocol here, Svetta?" He asked, raising his empty hands to the dragon peacefully.

"_Moosha_!" Svetta was quick to call out, falling to her knees. Hiccup quickly copied, as she clearly knew more about this place than he did. "Dragon Warrior and Guardian, we come in peace."

The large dragon growled. This was another kind that Hiccup had never seen before. It was patterned with swirls of black and silver, its eyes a bright purple, and its body was covered in more spikes than a Monstrous Nightmare.

Still, it didn't attack.

"We come from the human world seeking refuge for our dragon comrades that still remain," Svetta continued. "We are trying to ensure their safety from those who would harm dragons, for we are outnumbered. Please, let us go in peace and allow us to ensure the safety of the dragons and to pass our knowledge on in the hope that future generations of humans will not make the same mistakes."

The black and silver dragon appeared to consider this, staring into Svetta's eyes, as if trying to read the truth there. Just as Hiccup began to think they'd pushed their luck too far, the dragon appeared to nod, before blowing moist, hot steam over their faces, and gesturing them to the waterfall.

"Thank you, Moosha," Svetta said in farewell. "May fair winds follow you."

Grabbing Hiccup's hand, Svetta pulled him back through the mist of the waterfall until rocky ground could be felt under their feet once again.

Catching his metal leg on a stray rock Hiccup stumbled forward to find themselves back in the Night Furies' cave, where Toothless and Flighty both appeared to be in a trance-like state, and still singing.

"Toothless," Hiccup rushed over to his dragon. "Snap out of it Bud, you have to close the gate!" Desperate, Hiccup kicked his dragon in the leg, knocking his friend off balance. It seemed to do the trick, as he stumbled and stopped singing, Flighty immediately after him, shaking her head as if to clear it.

"Sorry Bud," Hiccup told his friend as the dragon stared at him reproachfully, though even as he spoke, the mist and light were dissipating. "But I had to make you stop singing." Toothless tilted his head, curious at the statement.

"Did you say 'close the gate?'" Eret repeated slowly from Flighty's side as Svetta checked her over. "You mean it actually worked?"

"Yeah, it did!" Hiccup answered, laughing with a mixture of excitement, awe and just a little disbelief. "Svetta's Uncle was right. We were in just in Dragon Haven!"

"And I missed it?" Eret complained, seeming really put out. "What was it like?"

"It was so beautiful!" Svetta had tears falling from her eyes again as she fought to control the emotion welling up within her. "And we only got a glimpse through one Gate Way, there are many all over the world."

"There were dragons I'd never even seen or heard of before, Dragons from Svetta's homeland." Hiccup added excitedly. "I wish I could've had time to explore, but we got kicked out," Hiccup finished before turning to Svetta curiously. "What's 'Moosha'?"

"It's a job title," Svetta explained. "The Moosha are the dragon warriors who guard the gateways."

"Interesting," Hiccup considered. "So, they actually have a community, with a hierarchy and everything?"

Svetta smiled. "I'll show you the story in the book."

"Thanks. Well, I can see why you called it Dragon Haven" Hiccup smiled. "It's perfect for them."

"So, if we can't save the dragons from my father, we can help the dragons get to Dragon Haven safely," Svetta finished.

That thought pulled Hiccup up short.

"What?" Hiccup asked, stepping closer to Toothless.

"Well, they have somewhere safe to go, now," Svetta explained. "They'll be safe from dragon hunters like my father."

"But if we can change his mind," Hiccup reminded her, "the dragons won't have to go anywhere."

"Until the next lot of dragon hunters come along," Svetta argued.

"Look," Hiccup defended his position. "Every person back on Berk has a dragon. You can't just ask them all to give them up."

"Would you rather see your dragons killed?" Svetta countered. "I don't want to take that chance."

"Okay," Eret stepped in between them before an argument could break out. "Good news is: we have a place to the dragons to hide if the battle goes sour. This should be something we share with the people on Berk."

"Yes," Hiccup nodded, taking a breath to calm down. "We should tell the others, and if we use the Gate Way, it'll only be as a last resort."

Without another word, he mounted Toothless and they made their way out of the cave before launching themselves into the air, leaving the others behind.

As Hiccup flew, he felt himself more aware of the wind rushing passed him, and the feeling of Toothless moving as he turned, accelerated and rode the wind.

Finding Dragon Haven had been more than anything Hiccup had ever thought possible. But now that the dragons had an escape route, did that mean what Svetta implied? That in order to protect their dragons from humans they'd have to give them up? Only a dragon could open a gate way to Dragon Haven, after all.

"Don't worry, Bud," Hiccup patted Toothless' head. "I won't let anything happen to you."

He wasn't sure whether he was reassuring Toothless or himself.

~..~..~..~..

Svetta and Eret remained in the cave, searching for more evidence of what had happened all those years ago.

"So, what happened after the gate closed the first time?" Eret asked curiously as he searched through the dragon bones carefully, but found nothing more interesting than broken shields and melted swords all showing Svalgard's insignia.

"I can't remember, Eret," Svetta had been trying to find the place her uncle had hidden her, but soon turned away to head towards the cave mouth, trying to fight down the fear that built up in her chest whenever she tried to think passed the moment The Gate Way closed.

"You said you couldn't remember it _at all_, then when we landed on the island, you remembered how the gate opened," Eret pressed, following her outside to where Skullcrusher waited on the shore.

"But I can't remember what happened afterward," Svetta clarified, as Flighty bound passed them, eyes on the sky, watching Toothless fly away. "Every time I try, I get this awful feeling of terror. Besides, my uncle Brom told me what happened: My father's men attacked the Dragons, killing the Alpha first. Brom hid me at mother's request, and in the fight, my mother was killed. Most likely by one of my father's own soldiers. Then Brom got me out, to the boat."

"Where my father was waiting," Eret added pensively.

"I suppose so," Svetta nodded, before noting Eret's clenched jaw. "What is it?" She asked.

"My father was your mother's guard," Eret stated through gritted teeth, coming to stand before Svetta. "And he failed in his duty. I'm so sorry, Svetta."

"What?" Svetta couldn't understand how he'd come to this conclusion. "Your father wasn't even allowed to enter the cavern."

"Exactly!" Eret threw up his hands in frustration. "So not only was he not by the queen when she was attacked, but he failed to even warn them that Svalgard's men were ambushing them. He clearly didn't even realise they were being followed! Some guard," he finished, avoiding the princess' eyes.

"You can't know that," Svetta reassured him.

"Then how could Svalgard's soldiers have attacked the cavern if they didn't have to go passed my father first?" Eret insisted.

"Plenty," Svetta reminded him, pointing to the various holes along the cliff face, where the dragons would have flown from. "My father has trained his men in a variety of skills, including climbing. They could have entered through any one of those. There may even have been a back way in. And there were only two royal guards with us on the voyage," she added firmly, "they wouldn't have been able to protect every entrance."

The former trapper simply snorted, turning away.

"Eret," Svetta pressed, seeing the man was unconvinced. "I don't remember much about your father, but I know how my mother and uncle spoke of him. He was a man of honour, loyalty and a strong heart," she continued earnestly. "And how could such a man fail in his duty? He got us off this island safely, in the middle of a battle, he returned us home and remained loyal to my mother's cause even though it meant disobeying the king and getting a bounty on his head." She waited for Eret to meet her gaze before continuing. "Your father truly was a man of honour, and from what I've seen so far," she finished, a little shyly, "his son seems no different."

Eret's expression turned quizzical.

"You think?"

Svetta chuckled.

"From what you and the others have told me," she began, "you went against your employer, a dragon hunter, who sounds completely terrifying-"

"Drago Bludvist," Eret supplied, nodding in agreement.

"Yes," Svetta smiled. "After years of service, you went against him to help save dragons, and Hiccup's riders, again: after years of fighting them, simply because you felt it to be the right thing to do. Now that," she finished triumphantly, "is only something an honourable man would do."

After a few moments, a slow smile began to cross Eret's face, and he appeared to stand a little taller.

"Such a compliment from the princess is a high accolade indeed," he grinned, back to his cocky self again.

"It's the truth," Svetta stated simply, averting her gaze as she notice something change in his eyes. "Now," she stared out over the ocean as she tried to calm her beating heart, "how are we going to get back to Berk?"

"I'll give you a ride, Milady," Eret offered, whistling for his dragon and in moments, they were in the air.

~..~..~..~..

In Dragon Haven, the Moosha, studied the entrance way near the waterfall more closely, her senses examining the gate way, and feeling the energy that still lingered in the air.

This gateway hadn't been opened in years, but as with all of them, they continued to be patrolled, just in case someone tried to get in or out. She'd sent up a call, as was protocol, alerting her superiors to the intrusion.

_Humans trying to find refuge for their dragon comrades_, she recalled the human woman's words. The very idea sounded far-fetched, considering all the times she'd seen humans hunting down her kind. But still, the Moosha had sensed the truth of the woman's words, as was the talent of her species, and so she let the humans leave safely. For it was her job to ensure the safety of dragons, and if humans stayed for too long, more would eventually follow.

A dragon call sounded, and the Moosha looked up to see a small group of black dragons descending, let by a large female with a scar slashed across one side of her face. They landed with cat-like grace and the matriarch greeted the Moosha regally before turning to examine the gate way, sensing for herself how long ago it had opened, based on the electromagnetic energy she could still feel humming through the air.

Closing her eyes, the matriarch explored the feeling and felt herself become still as she realised the energy felt familiar.

It had been a dragon of her own kind, who had opened this gateway.

Calling to her comrades, the matriarch invited them to come forward and examine the gateway for themselves, feeling the familiar thrum of energy that came from one of their own.

Her closest friend shook his head in confusion, for they knew that this particular gateway lay in the final nest their species had. And hadn't the humans wiped them all out?

The matriarch shook her head. Perhaps not all had been lost.

For she knew there had been many dragons left behind, once her mate had opened the gateway. She had entered first, to lead their clan to safety, but when the gate closed, she realised her son had remained behind with his father, and the many others.

The matriarch closed her eyes. Could it be possible that her son was still alive, after all this time?

Turning to her comrades, she gave a quick order to gather those of their kind willing to return to the human world.

For if dragons on the other side needed protection from humans, she mused, it was their duty to give it. And if it was indeed their lost nest mates, it was all the more reason to ensure they were returned to their clan safely.

And if it was possible that it was the son she'd thought she'd lost with her mate, long ago... Well, the Matriarch was willing to do anything to find out.

Even if it meant going back to the human world.

~..~..~..~..

"Hiccup!" Astrid called as the chief landed inside the defences being set up. Astrid was overseeing and directing, assisted by Tuffnut. The villagers had been sceptical of the perpetual prankster helping with the defences, but Hiccup had to admit, some of his tricks had been very ingenious in the past, and could easily be used to protect the island.

"Careful guys!" Tuffnut cautioned as a couple of Vikings began unloading a trailer full of barrels. "Do you know how long it took to collect all that yak dung? And keep it away from the Monstrous nightmare gel!"

"I don't want to know," Hiccup mumbled, before moving to greet Astrid with a quick kiss.

"Where have you been?" Astrid asked in concern. "We haven't seen you all day."

"You will not believe what we've discovered," Hiccup began slowly. "I'm still processing it myself. Get everyone together in the great hall tonight, I've got a major announcement."

Astrid frowned. She'd never seen Hiccup like this. He was pacing, running his fingers through his hair distractedly. His eyes were flicking from side to side, as if he were watching different scenes play out in his head, and his expression kept changing from elation, to wonder, to concern to grim determination and back again.

"What happened?" Astrid asked.

Her question brought Hiccup back to the present, and he gripped both her arms, gaining her full attention.

"We found Dragon Haven," He announced slowly.

"What?" Astrid gasped, reaching absentmindedly for Stormfly. "You mean, the place Svetta told us about last night? How?"

"It was incredible," Hiccup began pacing again. "Toothless and Flighty were singing, and their song seemed to activate something in the cave. A Ley Line, I think Svetta called it. A gateway between the worlds. I stepped through and-" he broke off, lost in the memory. The bright colours, the new dragons, the overwhelming sense of_ peace_... "It was so beautiful, Astrid. There were dragons I'd never seen before. It was perfect. Safe."

"So," Astrid began cautiously, stroking Stormfly's head. "What does this mean?"

Hiccup sighed.

"That's what we'll have to discuss tonight. And we'll have to make a decision soon," he reminded her. "Svalgard's ships are closing in and they'll surely be here by tomorrow."

"We'll be ready," Astrid told him, proudly gesturing to their defence system. "These defences are the best we've built. We won't go down without a fight."

"Hiccup!"

The young chief looked up to see his mother flying overhead.

"Dagur's been spotted off the coast." Valka reported. "He's carrying a white flag. Says he wants a council with you."

"Again?" Hiccup queried. 'Talking's not Dagur's usual style.'

"Trap?" Astrid surmised.

"With Dagur, you can only predict he'll double cross you with something," Hiccup mused. "Better see what he's up to, I suppose."

"I'll come too."

"No, Astrid," Hiccup prevented her from mounting her dragon, noticing the grimace of pain on her face. "You're still injured, and this could turn into a fight. Stay here and handle the defences. Mom and I will go."

"Hey, if you see Macy," Tuffnut spoke up, "can you get her to teach you a couple of her pressure point moves and then show me?"

"No," Hiccup deadpanned before quickly mounting his dragon and launching into the air to join his mother.

~..~..~..~..

'Two councils with Dagur the Deranged,' Hiccup mused as they flew. In all the years he'd known Dagur, Hiccup had never known the Beserker Chief to be much of a negotiator. The man was quite smart, despite his disregard for strategy, having lured Hiccup, his riders or even his whole village into a trap multiple times over the years. Though it was Dagur's recklessness and impatience that often led to his undoing in the end. He just couldn't wait to deliver the final blow, and that rush to finish would be when he was most vulnerable, as he neglected to focus on anything other than reaching his goal, leaving him open for a counter attack.

'We'd always been able to defeat Dagur in the past,' Hiccup reminded himself. 'We'll be able to do it again, if needed.' Although, with the added threat of Svalgard as well, Hiccup wondered if they could handle the two of them at once.

'Oh, Dad,' Hiccup sighed, for it was times like this he really wished he could ask his father's advice. 'I really wish you were here. I need your help.'

"There's Dagur," Valka called and Hiccup brought himself out of his thoughts to focus on the large ship leading the Berserker armada.

"Okay, here we go," Hiccup muttered as he guided Toothless down to the ship's deck.

"Hiccup!" Dagur greeted cheerily. "How kind of you to show up. And I don't believe we've met," he added to the woman who landed smoothly at Hiccup's side.

"Valka," Hiccup introduced shortly. "My mother."

"Whaddya know?" Dagur raised his eyebrows curiously. "I heard you were dead. Strange world, huh?"

"What do you want Dagur?" Hiccup didn't want to waste time with pleasantries.

"Look, I know you have a lot going on right now, so I'll get right to the point," Dagur began. "I want to help you."

"What?" That was certainly not what Hiccup had expected Dagur to say. "Why?"

"Hey, I live in this archipelago too, you know," Dagur defended his position. "I don't want some snotty royal outsider coming in and taking over."

"You know about Svalgard?" Hiccup frowned. "How?"

"When the guy twin mentioned two armies, I decided to do a little digging," Dagur grinned. "Found a scouting ship of Svalgard's further south last night."

"They're getting close," Hiccup muttered. "Not good. We need more time."

"Wish granted!" Dagur announced proudly, pointing to a ship in his fleet that was different than the rest. "I added the scouting ship to my fleet. Still have to change the sail, but it's a nice addition. We took care of all the scouts and now they can't report anything back to Svalgard."

"Seriously?" Hiccup asked, but when observed through his spy glass, Hiccup could clearly see the circular dragon insignia on the new ships' sail, and berserker soldiers on deck.

Dagur had actually helped Berk by giving them more time? Hiccup considered this a strange move on Dagur's part. For on the rare occasions they did have to team up, the Berserker chief had always ended up double crossing him somehow. But still, he couldn't deny that ensuring the exact location of Berk stayed out of Svalgard's hands for a little longer could mean the difference in their defence line.

"Thank you, Dagur," Hiccup granted reluctantly.

"Oh, I didn't do it for you," Dagur admitted casually, limbering up his shoulders as if preparing for battle. "If there's gonna be a fight, I'm in it to win it."

"I haven't accepted your help yet," Hiccup reminded him.

"Oh, you will." Dagur was confident of the fact. "You can't take on two armies on your own, after all."

"So what: if we don't accept your help, you'll take your army to Svalgard?" Hiccup figured, to which Dagur burst out laughing.

"Oh, Hiccup," he chuckled. "You have so much still to learn."

"Enlighten me," Hiccup demanded, tired of the banter.

"Well, for starters," Dagur began. "Did you ever think to do your own scouting mission on Svalgard?"

"We had a council," Hiccup began. "And we got a good look at the numbers we're dealing with."

"But do you know your enemy?" Dagur pressed. "Do you know who you're dealing with?"

"I have people who have dealt with Svalgard before," Hiccup answered cautiously, unwilling to mention Eret and Svetta, for Dagur hadn't met either of them yet.

"Really? How interesting," Dagur smiled. "And, uh, what about Svalgard's new ally?"

Hiccup froze. Was this a trick of Dagur's?

"New ally?" He repeated.

"Thought so," Dagur grinned in triumph before chuckling again. "You know, you really should try scouting more. I have learnt that knowing your enemy is really important when it comes to winning a battle."

"Dagur," Hiccup warned.

"Alright." Dagur acquiesced. "According to my information; Svalgard has formed an alliance with one Drago Bludvist."

"Drago?" Hiccup and Valka spoke up at the same time.

"Ah, so you've heard of him," Dagur nodded. "Yeah, last I heard he and Svalgard are all buddied up. Drago knows Dragons, Svalgard knows battle strategy, and together, they plan on wiping your tiny island and all the dragons off the face of the world."

"Why would Drago help Svalgard?" Hiccup wondered.

"It doesn't matter why," Valka spoke up. "If Drago and Svalgard are working together, then our dragons are even more at risk than we thought."

"But mom, we defeated Drago years ago, Toothless is the alpha now," Hiccup stroked his dragon's head as Dagur raised his eyebrows at this new information. "His dragon army is on Berk now, with us."

"Not so, Brother," Dagur teased. "Drago's got a new dragon army. The last remnants from all over the world, apparently."

"What?"

"Oh, yeah," Dagur couldn't help enjoying the shock on Hiccup's face. "So you'll have not only Svalgard, with his fleet of ships and flaming catapults, to deal with, but also Drago and his new Dragon army, complete with _three_ leviathans!"

"Three?" Hiccup repeated, remembering the power of the alpha leviathans they'd encountered before. To have to face against three in one battle...

"My offer of help is looking pretty good now, huh, Hiccup?" Dagur smirked. "Even with your dragons, this is too big for you to handle on your own."

Hiccup swallowed, feeling the enormity of what was ahead. Berk was strong, and they had their dragons. But he would now have to battle against not one but two armies, both led by men who understood dragons, their strengths and their weaknesses. Drago very nearly defeated them in their first encounter, but now, allied with Svalgard...

"Why would Drago ally himself with Svalgard though?" Hiccup wondered. "Both men gave the impression of, well, neither of them appear to like sharing."

"Oh, apparently after Drago's defeat at your hands, he lost most of his army," Dagur supplied nonchalantly, again catching Hiccup by surprise with his knowledge. "So, he's offering to help Svalgard eradicate Berk and the dragons, as that's exactly what he wants to do. Afterwards, Svalgard's promised his daughter in marriage to Drago, as well as her inheritance."Dagur shrugged his shoulders. "He gets his revenge on you, the dragons get wiped out and he gets to become a royal. All good, from Drago's point of view, wouldn't you say?"

"How do you know all of this?" Hiccup asked, and with a roll of his eyes, Dagur once again pointed to the new ship in his armada that had once belonged to Svalgard.

"And Svetta's going to be married off to Drago?" Valka truly felt sorry for the princess, forced to marry such a man, and was determined to do what she could to change the outcome.

"So that's the princess' name, huh?" Dagur nodded. "Svetta. I was wondering. You wouldn't happen to know where she is would you?" He pressed. "I heard some of the soldiers saying you'd kidnapped her, but that's not your style, Hiccup."

Hiccup paused as he considered his options. He didn't trust Dagur, but if they were going to defeat Svalgard and Drago's army, then they'd need all the help they could get.

And Dagur did just give him some very valuable information, for without Dagur, they wouldn't even have known Drago was involved until it was too late.

"The enemy of my enemy is my friend," Hiccup stated, avoiding Dagur's question as he slowly held out a hand, which Dagur grasped eagerly.

"Knew you'd come around," he grinned.

"This doesn't mean I trust you," Hiccup was quick to remind the Berserker chief.

"Oh, I'd be disappointed if you did," Dagur laughed, slapping Hiccup on the shoulder. "We've been through so much, you and I. Boys," he announced to his crew, "we're setting sail for Berk!"

"You're not allowed within our harbour," Hiccup qualified firmly. "Stay away from the coast."

"Fine," Dagur rolled his eyes. He didn't want his ships too close to Berk anyway. "But I'm coming back with you."

"Excuse me?" Hiccup blocked Dagur as he reached for Toothless.

"Hello?" Dagur rapped his knuckles on the side of Hiccup's head. "How am I supposed to help you if I'm not in on the plan? I've given you some information, to show you my sincere intentions in defeating that outsider, but I still have more to give."

"Such as?" Hiccup asked, but Dagur simply shook his head.

"Tell you at council on Berk," Dagur stated firmly.

Hiccup sighed.

"Just you," Hiccup said, but again, Dagur shook his head.

"I'm not travelling on Berk alone," the Berserker smirked. "I'll need to bring a guard."

"You mean soldiers?" Hiccup eyed the stone-faced men lining the deck. Trained by Dagur's sister using who knows what painful methods.

"There is no way you're bringing a group of Berserkers onto Berk," Hiccup informed Dagur. "No one there will trust you. Do you have any idea how much they hate you for the things you've done to us in the past?"

"Exactly my point," Dagur shot back. "We're enemies, normally. But now we have a common enemy, one we can only defeat if we work together. And while I'm pretty good in a fight, I admit, even I can't take on all of Berk on my own. I'll need to have someone to watch my back, so I don't get a knife stabbed in it."

"Fine," Hiccup amended. "You can bring one person with you."

"One?" Dagur objected. "No: ten."

"One, or no deal." Hiccup said firmly. "The village is already on edge as it is, and we don't need a group of Berserkers making it worse. Less people will notice if there are fewer of you."

Dagur frowned sullenly before an idea appeared to strike.

"Fine," he agreed as a slow smile crossed his face. "Oh, sis," he called and the army parted to allow the blond Berserker through. "Fancy a ride to Berk?"

"Sounds fun," Macy smiled. "Will Tuffnut be there?"

"Not her," Hiccup said quickly. "Pick someone else."

"You said I could bring someone with me." Dagur reminded Hiccup. "Macy's my choice. Promise to be on your best behaviour?" He asked aside to his sister.

"I promise," Macy smiled sweetly in a way that did nothing to reassure Hiccup. But he was running out of time.

"Fine," he agreed reluctantly. Two berserkers were better than ten, and as long as Dagur and Macy were on Berk, he reasoned, they could be watched. In fact, Hiccup thought as he mounted Toothless, that was exactly what he'd have organised the moment they landed.

"Vorg," Dagur addressed his captain as Macy mounted herself behind Valka, "you're in charge while I'm gone. Savage," he turned to his most loyal follower with a smile, "you know what to do," he whispered.

"Yes sir," both men saluted.

"And don't disappoint me," Dagur warned as he turned away.

Both men gulped, glancing aside to each other nervously.

"Hello Mister Night Fury," Dagur greeted Toothless as he approached the black dragon. "You're going to take me for a ride."

Toothless growled, but calmed with a touch from his rider.

"I don't like it either, Bud," Hiccup told his dragon, who seemed very confused as his rider allowed Dagur, the Viking he was always allowed to attack, onto his back. "But we need him."

"You don't know the half of it, Brother," Dagur teased. "Now, let's see what this dragon can do!"

"You heard the man, Toothless," Hiccup smirked. "Back to Berk as fast as you can."

Dagur let out a scream as they launched instantly into the air, which was lost in the wind as it rushed past.

"Whoa!" Dagur yelped, struggling to stay on the dragon as Toothless suddenly changed direction to head towards Berk.

"Hey, you're doing well for your first time flying, Dagur," Hiccup commented with a laugh as they made their way to Berk.

~..~..~..~..

"You actually went to Dragon Haven?" Cara gushed as Svetta relayed her adventure that morning.

The pair sat in the Great Hall, Cara having just returned, successful in finding her own dragon, and had proudly presented her new friend, a Mudraker she'd named Nessie, after the loch near where she'd grown up.

"It was so beautiful, Cara," Svetta told her. "It was just like mother and Brom said it was. Now, the dragons have somewhere safe to go."

"What do you mean?" The redhead asked curiously.

"Well, if the dragons flee to Dragon Haven, the Hunters can't get to them," Svetta explained.

"But, then how will Berk defend itself against your father?" Cara asked. "They are great warriors, but it is the dragons they rely on to protect them."

"I think that's what Hiccup was worried about, as well as the idea of losing his own dragon," Svetta admitted after a moment's thought. "He flew off, leaving Eret and I behind on the island. Rather rude, but I think he was upset at the thought of losing his dragon."

"Of course he was upset at the thought of losing his dragon," Cara commented. "Why would you suggest it, when it would leave the island vulnerable?"

"I didn't mean the dragons should be ushered through the gateway immediately," Svetta defended herself. "The thought of a world without dragons saddens me greatly. I've only just started making friends with Flighty. I merely meant that we no longer have to be concerned with Dragon Hunters eradicating the whole population. If worse come to worse, the dragons could flee to Dragon Haven, where they can live peacefully until it's safe to return."

"Which would be when?" Cara asked flatly.

Svetta sighed. "I have no idea," she admitted. "However, it will be a comfort to know the dragons could come back, and future generations will remember the dragons through stories, and then, who knows? Maybe one day, the dragons could return to our world."

"Unless the dragon hunters follow them through the Gate Way," Eret spoke up grimly, placing dinner before the women at the table.

"Hi Eret," Cara greeted.

"Cara," Eret smiled. "I saw your dragon at the academy. She's beautiful," he complimented.

"Thank you," Cara smiled proudly. "I just hope I have time to properly train her before I have to give her up," she finished looking pointedly at Svetta, whose jaw dropped at the accusing gaze.

"I'm trying to think of a way to keep all the dragons safe," Svetta repeated. "If there is a way we can defeat my father and continue to have dragons living peacefully among us, that would be wonderful. But one thing I am learning is that that scenario is far from realistic. I want dragons to stay in this world as much as anyone," she continued, " but if people cling to their dragons for fear of losing them, with more and more determined hunters following them, that is what will cause the dragons to be lost in this world. At least if we can get as many dragons as possible into Dragon Haven; while you may no longer have your own dragon with you, you can still take comfort in the fact that it is alive, well and safe."

"Again: unless Dragon Hunters find their way through as well," Eret repeated.

"If they try, it will be to their downfall," Svetta informed him, remembering the stories surrounding the Guardians of Dragon Haven. "Still, you do make a good point: we can't let my father know the secret of the caves." As she cast her mind back, Svetta once again felt a strange fear rising up in her chest, but quickly shook it off.

"Hey guys!" Fishlegs came racing into the hall, the other riders behind him. "Oh, um, greetings, Your Majesty," Fishlegs corrected himself, bowing to Svetta.

"Master Fishlegs," the princess smiled. "I hear you've made Cara very happy today, helping her find her dragon."

"Oh, Cara was brilliant!" Fishlegs began, before Snotlout cut him off.

"Yeah, yeah, like she didn't do anything our villagers haven't done in all the years we've been training dragons," the bolshy Viking shoved Fishlegs out of his way before sitting down with a plate piled with meat.

"This from the guy who still can't get his dragon to follow instructions?" Fishlegs said aside to Cara, who smirked.

"Hey," Snotlout objected, hearing the comment. "Hookfang does listen to me. Hookfang!" he called to his dragon, who lounged outside the hall door. "Flame up!"

Shaking himself, the Monstrous Nightmare took off in the direction of the Academy.

Cara burst out laughing before covering her mouth guiltily.

"Oh, true mastery, Snotlout," Fishlegs mocked. "Very impressive."

"Ha ha," Snotlout swallowed in embarrassment. "He'll be back. He just didn't want to set the hall on fire."

"You apparently had no qualms about that though," Svetta raised an eyebrow, and Cara snorted again.

"Oh Snotlout's burnt the hall down more than once before," Ruffnut interjected proudly, snagging one of the chicken legs on Snoutlout's plate for herself. "It was beautiful."

"Thanks babe," Snotlout preened, and Svetta merely shook her head in confusion, before looking quizzically at Cara. The redhead couldn't even form words, she was too busy smothering her laughter behind her hands.

"Moving on to more important things," Astrid spoke up, gingerly sitting down as Eret got her a bowl of lamb stew, "the defences are doing well and Tuffnutt's tricks and decoys are in place."

"I have to admit, I did an amazing job," Tuffnutt said proudly. "I feel this weird sense of accomplishment in my chest."

"I'll buy you a card," His sister rolled her eyes.

"No really, "Astrid insisted. "Some of the traps he set up do look like they'll be very effective."

"Coming from you, Astrid," Fishlegs raised his eyebrows in surprise, "that's really saying something."

"Really?" Tuff queried. "What's it saying?"

Astrid shook her head. "There's something else," she added quickly. "Valka came by saying Dagur had been spotted again off the coast."

"What?" The riders yelped, though Eret, Svetta and Cara were lost.

"Who's Dagur?" Svetta asked.

"He's the chief of the Berserker tribe," Astrid supplied.

"And Hiccup's worst enemy," Fishlegs whimpered. "The guy's insane, crazy, sadistic-"

"Well, he is called: Dagur the Deranged," Snotlout reminded the group. "And for good reason."

"Then, there's his sister, Macy," Tuffnutt sighed. "She trained Dagur's whole armada. Now, there's a girl who can cause pain like no one else."

"Yeah," Ruffnutt slapped her brother on the back of the head, "and didn't she say she wanted to use you to experiment torture tactics on?"

"Yeah," Tuff smiled. "What a woman."

"Oh, Odin," Ruffnut face-palmed, "please snap my brother out of this."

"Anyway," Astrid continued, "Hiccup and Valka went to investigate. Hopefully they can stop Dagur from whatever plan he's up to. We really can't deal with two armies right now."

At that moment, the hall doors slammed open and Hiccup and Valka rushed in.

"Hiccup!" Astrid greeted happily as her betrothed gave her a quick kiss in greeting. "What happened with Dagur? Did you get rid of him?"

"Well, about that," Hiccup began cautiously. "Things are a lot more complicated than I first thought."

"What do you mean?" Astrid asked.

As if to answer her question, she looked up to see Dagur the Deranged himself standing boldly in the doorway, a woman with braided hair, whom she guessed to be Macy stood by his side.

"Good evening all," Dagur's laughter rang throughout the stunned hall. "What's for dinner? I'm starving!"

Hiccup raised his hands defensively as accusing eyes glared at him from every direction.

"Okay, everybody, calm down!" Hiccup called quickly as he spotted several Vikings reach for their weapons. "Dagur's come to help."

"Help?" Astrid repeated sceptically. "Since when does Dagur help anyone but himself?"

"Oh, it's good to see you too Astrid," Dagur grinned. "And in answer to your question: I'm here to help you defeat the idiot Svalgard who's trying to take over the entire archipelago- it's my home too, you know."

"The 'idiot' you're referring to," Svetta spoke up coolly, gaining the Berserker Chief's attention, "is my father, the King."

"So you're the Princess," Dagur looked the woman up and down appraisingly."Svetta, right? Well, congratulations on your upcoming wedding."

Svetta became very still, as Eret's jaw clenched tightly, his hand itching to grab his sword.

"Excuse me?" Svetta asked shakily and Cara was quick to take hold of her hand, sensing what was coming.

"According to the information Dagur uncovered," Hiccup stepped forward, feeling he'd be a better person to deliver the news. "Svalgard has formed an alliance with Drago Bludvist to take destroy Berk and all its dragons," a gasp reverberated across the hall as the name of their most recent enemy resurfaced. "In return for his help in ensuring Svalgard's victory," Hiccup continued hesitantly, reluctantly meeting Svetta's gaze, "Svalgard has promised Drago his daughter's hand in marriage."

"Oh, Goddess, no," Svetta mumbled faintly as she sat back down in shock, her legs unable to hold her weight.

"She has to marry Drago?" Ruffnutt queried. "Jeez, even I don't hate her that much."

"I won't let that happen," Eret was quick to assure the princess. "He said it was in return for Drago's service. So we just have to make sure he fails."

"My thoughts exactly," Hiccup was quick to add. "Which is why we're all here. We need a plan of attack."

"Although," Dagur considered, stepping forward to grip Svetta's chin in one hand, turning her face toward him. "I can see why Svalgard would give you as a prize."

Svetta slapped his hand away furiously, but was prevented from retaliating further as Eret moved to place his sword blade against the Beserker Chief's throat.

"Hands off the lady," Eret hissed.

"You mean: hands off the merchandise." Dagur smirked. "She's the property of whoever helps Svalgard win the coming battle."

"Eret, stop!" Hiccup ordered as Eret drew his arm back to strike, coming to stand between the pair.

"We're not going to defeat Svalgard if we end up fighting each other," he told him. "Put the sword down now."

Reluctantly, Eret lowered his blade.

"Touch her again," he threatened the Berserker Chief, "and I'll have your hand."

"Hoo, hoo," Dagur laughed mockingly, "someone's already laying a claim, huh? Well, you'll have to defeat Drago's army first."

"So let's get to it, then," Hiccup said grimly. "First: I want everyone to place their weapons outside the door. I don't want anyone losing a hand during this council."

With much grumbling, all the Vikings present, including Dagur and Macy, removed their weapons before standing around the main table.

"Alright," Hiccup stood at the round table, a large map laid out before him. Dagur and Macy stood at his right side, Svetta and his riders on his left. Across the table, he could see Gobber, his mother and all the faces of the elders and respected warriors of his clan.

Not for the first time, the true weight of his role as chief settled across his shoulders. All these lives were depending on him.

"Dagur," Hiccup invited the Berserker chief to speak first. "You said you had information for us?"

Dagur smiled as he stepped forward.

'This is working even better than I thought,' he mused.

~..~..~..~..

Author's note: So, what do you think?

Yes, I know I left it on a bit of a cliff-hanger. But, hey, if I gave you all the information in the one chapter, it wouldn't be as exciting, would it? Besides, I thought this chapter was long enough. I'm planning to have the preparations in the next chapter, followed by the end battle. Exciting!

A lot is happening in this chapter, so I wanted to take a bit of time to explain and clarify a couple of things for you:

Dagur is actually one of my favourite characters- not a likable person, but an interesting character. I've always put him in the 'Crazy but not stupid' category. And in my story I wanted to show that, while he is still the deranged berserker chief we all know, he has actually learnt a few lessons over the years. I wanted to show that, as much as Dagur still loves a good brawl, he's beginning to understand the importance of subtlety and strategy, and that the mind is just as important a weapon in battle as your axe or sword. But Dagur, being the unpredictable person he is, is one I want to leave ambiguous regarding whose side he's on.

Dragon Haven was the main thing I was having writer's block on- I wasn't quite sure of the best way to introduce it. After all, every culture in the world has their version of dragons, or means of how the gods/sprits travel between worlds. I was reminded of the Viking legends of 'the Worlds Tree' connecting a multitude of worlds, as well as the legends of the Faery Folk and the Loch Ness Monster. Water has often been used in stories as a magickal element, linking worlds, as seen in stories such as The lady of the Lake in the King Arthur stories to the mermaids in Disney's 'The Little Mermaid'. So I wanted to use mist and water as the linking element, as it seemed to be the most appropriate.

As I'm sure many of you have figured out; the 'Matriarch' mentioned in Dragon Haven is a Night Fury, and Toothess' mother, but while I was hoping to be subtle with her introduction, I hope it wasn't too subtle. As Hiccup and Toothless often appear to mirror each other, I thought it a fitting idea to have Toothless' mother be one of the Night Furies to have escaped, just as Hiccup's mother has survived. I also want the Dragons from Dragon Haven to play a bit more of an active role than originally planned. Perhaps we'll have an army of Night Furies arrive during the final battle? Still not sure yet on how I'll work it, but I'll come up with something.

I'm sure some of you may find the concept of Dragon Haven doesn't quite fit with the canon, however the fact that, based on the opening line of the book series : 'There were dragons when I was a boy...' implies that all the dragons disappear, made me want to think of an alternative to the common presumption that they'll all be killed. I knew I couldn't make a 'Httyd3' type story without addressing this issue, but I wanted an alternative where the dragons aren't dead, just hiding. Waiting for the chance to return...

I think that's a better ending than death, don't you?

I had wanted to give more focus to Cara and Fishlegs, but as they were rather minor characters in the story, I felt giving them more attention would detract from the main plot. So I stuck with simply giving observations and updates on their progress, so as to stay focussed on the main characters.

I felt I should give Eret's perspective a mention, because as proud as I'm sure Eret is to be his father's son, I imagine he would be ashamed that his father- the Head of the Royal Guard- failed in his duty to protect the Queen of the Celts. This, I thought could be part of his motivation to protect Svetta. Svetta, I imagine would forgive Eret senior as she is logical enough to understand that one man can only do so much against an army. And Eret senior's duty was to protect, not only the Queen, but her family, which included Svetta. So he did fulfil his duty by ensuring Svetta's safe return from the island. And learning how Eret, son of Eret had in turn, rejected Drago's influence to become a Dragon Rider, I imagine would be one of the things that would prove he is a man of honour in Svetta's mind.

I think that covers the main areas of explanation, but if you have any questions, comments, feedback or ideas, please feel free to leave a message in the review box below.

As always, I really appreciate feedback.

Thank you for reading, I'll update as soon as I can.


End file.
